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...  it  costs  more,  too  — but  Luckies  pay  the 
price!"  says  Joe  Cuthrell,  tobacco  auctioneer 


“npHERE  S no  two  ways  about  it  — the  lighter,  milder 
X tobacco  comes  hip-h.  and  Luckies  nav  the  nrice  to 


X tobacco  comes  high,  and  Luckies  pay  the  price  to 
get  it.  That’s  why  most  auctioneers,  buyers  and  ware- 
housemen— fellows  like  me,  who  actually  see  the  sales 
— smoke  Luckies  as  a matter  of  course!” 


In  buying  tobacco,  you  get  what  you  pay  for.  And  inde- 
pendent tobacco  experts  tell  you  that  Luckies  pay 
higher  prices  to  get  the  finer,  the  lighter,  the  naturally 
milder  leaf.  So  why  not  decide  to  smoke  the  smoke  to- 
bacco experts  smoke  ? Next  time,  ask  for  Lucky  Strike. 


Oteart)  On  \Llie  Oampus- 


pring  fever  has  gripped  the  Campus,  and  Joe 
Terp  finds  the  grip  not  unpleasant.  He  discovers  that 
it  is  an  easy  matter  to  cast  aside  his  Business  Statistics 
and  Shakespeare.  He  finds  that  it  is  wonderful  to  lie 
on  the  grass  between  classes  and  look  forward  to  the 
Interfraternity  Ball,  to  the  Spring  athletic  contests, 
and  to  the  Spring  Formal  Season.  For  Joe  Terp  is 
only  human,  and  he  too  finds  the  Voices  of  Spring 
irresistible. 
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DRESSES 


M I L L I N E R Y 


LINGERIE 


There  is  a newcomer  to  the  Class  of  44. 

Get  acquainted  with  your  new  classmate . 

She’s  a coed  with  a wardrobe  full  of  new 
campus  style  ideas. 
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A C C E S S O R I E S 


style  shop  for  coeds 

119  Maryland  Ave.  Hyattsville 
Next  to  Peoples 


women  only 


Basic  Colors  and  Brass  Buttons 


Tummies  are  protruding  this 
spring,  with  a special  low  hipline  to 
emphasize  the  front  and  back  of  the 
lap.  Pleated  skirts,  beautiful  at  first 
sitting,  fall  gratefully  into  ordinary 
wrinkles  upon  second  standing.  A 
small  iron,  tucked  in  a hip  pocket  of 
the  loud  rainbow  plaids,  is  being 
carried  for  repleating  the  sat-on  skirts, 
not  to  be  confused  with  the  satin 
skirts,  which  are  advocated,  inciden- 
tally, for  lazy  jitterbugs. 

Shoulders  are  drooping  more  than 
ever  this  year,  with  no  shoulder  pads. 


Low  necklines  also  seem  to  be  in  vogue. 

Basic  colors  for  spring  suits  are 
natural  to  brown,  and  can  be  gotten 
on  the  Pan  Hel  sunroof,  report  C.A.A. 
students.  In  back  of  the  dorms  is 
another  sun  ray  spot  for  all  shades 
from  natural  to  brown,  including  pink, 
red  and  peeling. 

Red  alligators  are  crawling  on  girls’ 
feet  this  year  with  bags  to  match. 
Biased  from  student  elections,  coeds 
are  wearing  drapes  cut  on  the  bias, 
and  made  from  window  seeker  pro- 
tectors. 


We’re  in  the  Army  now — and  girls 
are  going  back  to  brass  buttons, 
buying  them  wholesale  from  depart- 
ment stores  instead  of  working  on 
the  kaydets  and  middies.  They’re 
also  donning  the  berets  they  discarded 
in  the  first  grade  because  they  wanted 
to  look  older. 

Coal  bills  will  be  lowered  during 
the  summer  months,  so  that’s  the  time 
to  stock  up  on  nylons,  for  those  who 
can  support  them! 

DUSTY  WALLACE  SCOTT 
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Dear  Students: 


The  present  editors  wish  to  make  it  clear  that  they 
accept  very  small  responsibility  for  the  present  issue. 
If  any.  This  is  due  to  the  fact  that  it  is  customary 
every  year  for  the  incoming  staff  to  put  out  one  issue. 
And  this  seems  to  be  it.  Put  out  by  the  incoming  staff 
(Mostly  the  incoming  editor.) 

But  we  will  return  next  month  for  our  final  issue  and 
our  last  nose  thumbing  at  trials,  tribulations,  gripes, 
groans  and  such  of  I years  of  what  is  slyly  called  University 
Life. 


. ) lastly  the  Outgoing  Editor, 

THE  OLD  LIKE 


Qatar  dine 


Gabardine  lets  you  brim  over  with  style  assur- 
ance and  originality  . . . makes  you  cooler  . . . puts 
you  in  spring’s  smartest  clothes  w it  bout  sacrificing 
a single  style  detail  for  comfort.  Longer  jackets 
with  low  set  pockets,  and  pegged  trousers.  Single 
and  double  breasted.  Sizes  33-39 


Young  Men's  Shop,  Second  Floor 


Juli  us  Garfinckel  & Co. 


F Street  at  Fourteenth 


ITdljGS 


There’s  a story  been  going  around 
the  faculty  about  the  absent-minded 
wife.  It  seems  that  the  professor  had 
just  returned  from  a hard  day’s  work 
and  after  dinner  he  and  his  wife  settled 
down  in  the  living  room  to  enjoy  the 
radio.  Suddenly  there  was  a knock  on 
the  door.  “My  husband!”  the  absent- 
minded  wife  gasped.  “My  God!” 
said  the  professor  and  jumped  out  the 
window. 

• 

Clerk:  Please  sir,  I’d  like  next 

week  off  if  it’s  convenient. 

Boss:  Oh,  you  do  eh?  What's  up? 

Clerk:  Well,  my  girl’s  going  on  her 

honeymoon,  and  Fd  kinda  like  to  go 
with  her. — Pelican. 


Wife:  “What  makes  you  think  we 

are  getting  near  a big  city,  dear?” 
Motorist  (doing  70) : “We’re  hitting 
more  people.” 

“Shay  lishen,  lady,  you're  the 
homeliest  woman  I ever  saw.” 

“Well,  you're  the  drunkest  man 
I ever  saw.” 

“I  know,  lady,  but  I'll  get  over  it  in 
the  morning.” 

There  once  was  a man  from  Japan 
Whose  limericks  just  wouldn’t  scan; 
When  asked  why  it  was. 

He  said,  “It’s  because 
1 try  to  put  everything  in  the  last 
line  I possibly  can.” 


Now  is  the  time  to  get  the  fifty  yard 
football  tickets. 

• 

Stout  Woman:  “I  want  to  return 

this  washing  machine." 

Salesman:  “Why,  what’s  wrong 

with  it?” 

Stout  Woman:  “Every  time  I get 

in  the  thing  the  paddles  knock  me  off 
my  feet!” 

• 

Professor:  “I  will  not  begin  to- 

day’s lecture  until  the  room  settles 
down.” 

Voice  from  the  rear:  “Go  home 

and  sleep  it  off,  old  man.” 
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Cellophane  tape 
around  lid  seals 
flavor  in,  brings 
you  tobacco  100% 
factory-fresh! 


PRIVATE  KELLY’S  PIPE 
WAS  SMELLY— 

but  be ’s  out  of  the  clog  house  now! 


“NO  BLANKETY-BLANK  rookie 
who  smokes  such  blankety-blank 
tobacco  can  ever  man  y my  daughtei ! 
Phew!  Either  slay  away  or  switch  to 
the  Army’s  favorite!” 


KELLY  GOT  DECORATED  for  fra- 
grance under  fire!  You  can,  too! 
You  puff  Sir  Walter  in  your  pipe 
and  every  nose  agrees  it’s  the  mild 
hurley  blend  of  grand  aroma! 


Tunein  UNCLE  WALTER’S  DOG  HOUSE 

EveryTuesday  night — NBC  Red  network 
Prizes  for  your  ‘‘Dog  House”  experience 


lll.l)  l.llllr 
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Oh,  college  lass  with  boots  of  red, 

And  peasant  scarf  upon  thy  head. 

How  dids  t thou  come  to  leave  thy  bed 
This  damp  and  dreary  morning? 

Upon  thy  brow  no  sun  dost  shine, 

Nor  round  tliy  head  do  curls  entwine, 
For  stringy  locks  are  ever  thine 
On  damp  and  cheerless  mornings. 

How  would  thy  doting  parent  pale. 

To  see  thee  plod,  in  rainment  frail, 
From  rainswept  hill  to  muddy  <hde, 
Fach  damp  and  bitter  morning. 

Within  each  class  ye  chance  to  grace, 
Fates  so  unkind  before  ye  place 
Some  unexpected  quiz  to  face, 

These  damp  and  dismal  mornings. 

Then  all  thy  day  things  go  awry, 

Soon  tis  not  long  before  ye  sigh, 

And  puzzled,  worried,  wonder  why — 
Such  damp  and  dreadful  mornings. 

Tis  then  that  ye  commence  to  see 
The  utter  stark  futility, 

Some  savant  fair  to  try  to  be, 

On  damp  and  hopeless  mornings. 

Rain  smiles  not  on  the  poor  coed, 

So  come  ye  back  my  sleepy-head, 

Why  ever  dids  t thou  leave  thy  bed 
This  damp  and  dreary  morning? 

MARY  ELLEN  GILBERT 


1214-1220  F Street 
Washington,  D.  C. 

Just  in  ...  . Just  unpacked 

Doris  Dodson 

SUMMER  COTTONS 

$3.95,  $6.50,  $7.95 

Juniors.  . .on  your  toes!  The  new  Doris  Dodson 
dresses  for  the  summer  are  in ! Favorites  for 
their  wearable,  tresh  as  rain  colors,  fabrics,  lines! 

See  new  jacketed  plaid  ginghams. ..the  way  they  fit! 
See  new  tailored  chambrays... their  colors! 

See  new  flower-printed  piques. ..with  sailor  collars! 
See  them  soon... have  your  whole  summer  and  vaca- 
tion wardrobe  for  a song! 

Sizes  9-15.  Pink,  brown,  green , aqua, 
orange,  blue,  plaids,  stripes,  flower  prints. 

Only  in  Jelleff’s  Cotton  Shop  in  all  of  Washington 

(Fifth  Floor) 


New  Line  tradition  seems  to 
dictate  at  least  one  anecdote  in  every 
issue.  And  since  Ksanda  says  that 
all  Old  and  New  Line  traditions  must 
be  religiously  upheld 

Two  weeks  before  the  deadline  for 
this  issue,  we  decided  to  have  a staff 
meeting,  with  the  idea  of  letting  the 
staff  know  when  copy  day  was,  what 
kind  of  material  was  needed,  and, 
incidentally,  to  make  sure  that  we  got 
enough  copy  to  lill  the  magazine. 

So  we  carefully  wrote  out  little  slips 
of  paper  announcing  the  meeting  and 
dropped  them  in  the  post  office  boxes 
of  the  staff.  A lot  of  people  came.  It 
was  a big  meeting  as  Old  Line  staff 
meetings  go.  We  felt  pretty  good 
about  it. 

We  started  out  by  saying  that  an 
issue  was  coming  out  and  that  all 
copy  was  welcome.  Then  we  talked 
a little  about  the  theme  of  the  magazine 
and  the  kind  of  copy  wanted.  Every- 
thing went  along  fine.  Everybody 
seemed  enthusiastic  and  interested. 
Finally  we  stated  that  we  had  a few 
ideas  for  special  features  and  that  we’d 
like  to  assign  them  to  individual  staff 
members.  So  we  started  to  read 
them  off. 

At  this  point,  one  young  lady  broke 


in,  with,  we  thought,  a slight  sneer, 
“I  think  this  has  all  been  very  fine, 
but  just  why  in  the  devil  are  you  doing 
all  this  talking?  When  is  Ksanda 
going  to  get  here  to  start  the  meeting?” 

After  which  we  decided  that  putting 
out  The  Old  Line  couldn’t  miss  being 
a lot  of  fun. 

TO  THE  ROSSBOROUGH 
CLUB  . . . 

For  what  it’s  worth,  the  New  Line's 
hearty  approbation  goes  to  Bill  Diggs 
and  the  other  Rossborough  Club 
officers  for  their  excellent  choice  of 
bands  this  year.  With  Jack  Tea- 
garden, Charlie  Barnett,  Bobby  Byrne, 
and  Gene  Krupa,  there  hasn’t  been 
a weak  spot  all  year.  The  group  as 
a whole  certainly  had  an  appeal  wide 
enough  for  every  person  on  the 
Campus.  The  Rossborough  Club  of 
1940-41  must  be  called  a success,  even 
if  for  the  last  dance  it  signs  the  Hoosier 
Hotshots.  Congratulations  to  these 
officers  for  taking  through  a peak  year 
the  one  Campus  phenomenon  that  is 
able  to  work  up  a little  Campus 
enthusiasm,  even  though  it  s only  for 
live  nights  a year. 


DEBATING  FROWNED 
ON?  . . . 

About  two  weeks  ago,  April  4th, 
precisely,  the  University  of  Maryland 
and  Harvard  University  met  in  a 
formal  debate  in  the  Arts  and  Sciences 
Auditorium.  Considerable  publicity" 
had  been  given  the  debate.  Posters 
were  scattered  around  school  and 
announcements  were  made  in  The 
Diamondback.  Eminent  diplomatic 
officials  were  to  be  present.  It  was 
to  be  a gala  affair. 

Came  the  night  of  the  Debate,  and 
roughly  3,450  students  had  managed 
to  be  somewhere  else.  Approximately 
50  came. 

In  many  universities,  especially 
those  in  New  England  and  the  Middle 
West,  the  intercollegiate  debate  season 
is  the  highlight  of  the  winter.  At  one 
of  these  schools  the  news  that  Harvard 
was  to  debate  on  the  Campus  would 
be  the  signal  for  an  outbreak  of  even 
more  avid  interest  among  the  students 
than  usual. 

Evidently  Maryland  is  different. 
The  number  of  students  at  the  debate 
certainly  seemed  to  indicate  it.  Of 
course,  it  may  be  argued  that  the 
Varsity  Show  was  held  the  same  night. 
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Hul  with  all  respect  to  the  Varsity 
Show,  and  even  after  discounting  its 
effect,  the  attendance  at  that  debate 
was  a sad  commentary  on  the  general 
level  of  intellectual  interests  on  the 
Campus. 

THE  RIGORS  OF 

MANAGEMENT  . . . 

Editing  and  business  managing  The 
Old  Line  seemingly  can  have  very 
weird  effects  on  persons  of  supposedly 
above  average  intelligence.  Last  fall, 
at  least,  the  editor  and  business  man- 
ager of  this  magazine  got  good  grades, 
carried  on  fairly  intelligent  conversa- 
tions, and  in  general  conducted  them- 
selves quite  sensibly.  But  since  last 
fall  something  pretty  harrowing  must 
have  happened  to  them. 

One  night  about  10  o'clock  not 
long  ago,  they  were  sitting  in  The  Old 
Line  office  talking  about  very  little  of 
importance,  when  very  suddenly  the 
conversation  switched  to  chickens. 


Subsequently  they  each  discovered 
with  unbounded  delight  that  they  had 
a mutual  weakness  for  chicken  eating. 

Two  minutes  later  they  were  out 
of  the  office  in  search  of  some  mon- 
strosity they  called  “chicken  in  the 
rough.”  They  said  that  they  would 
be  back  in  fifteen  minutes. 

At  1 :30  they  hadn’t  returned.  But 
when  we  walked  in  early  next  morning 
we  found  a piece  of  paper  on  the  desk, 
marked  COPY,  in  bold  letters.  To 
atone  for  their  three  hours  and  fifteen 
minutes  worth  of  lateness,  they  had 
written  “a  little  contribution  for  the 
next  Old  Line.  ' Their  fantastic  crea- 
tion was: 


THE  CHICKEN  JI  MP  SPECIAL 

Oh,  gosh,  how  1 think  of  chickens, 

II  hat  do  I think  of  but  chickens ? 

Hut  gracious  what  will  rhyme  with 
chicken 
Hut  stick  in'? 


II  hich  is  similar  bat  not  to  be  confused 
with  stuffin' 

If  hich  is  similar  to  dressing  which  is 
put  in  the  same 

Hut  not  ever  (no  never)  to  be  confused 
with  //tiffin 
Off. 

Hie  pleasureable  gastronomical  satiety , 
Perhaps  looked  down  on  by  society 
Is  good  for  the  spleen 
And  nice  in  the  extreme 
And  conducive  to  maximum  sobriety. 

If  hich  is  all  of  course  by  way  of  saying 
That  the  beasts  are  much  better  for  other 
things  than  laying 

Eggs- 

Which,  too,  should  indicate  something. 


Courtesy 
The  Harvard 
Lampoon 
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The  shabby  little  boat  rose  and 
fell  gently,  like  a button  on  a fat  man’s 
vest,  as  it  slid  northward  over  the 
glassy  surges  of  the  sea.  But  the  two 
men  on  the  thwarts  were  not  well  fed. 
The  tiny  gray  rag  of  sail  was  sufficient 
to  keep  the  dinghy  leaving  a trail  of 
bubbles  even  on  such  a day  of  gentle 
hi  ■eezes.  But  t his  was  not  enough  for 
Jules  Turneau.  A frown  creased  the 
root  of  his  hawk’s  beak  nose  as  he 
glanced  at  the  two  lard  tins  amid- 
ships. One,  he  knew,  held  only  a 
nub  of  bread,  while  in  the  other  was 
about  half  a pint  of  foul,  warm  water. 
A large  brown  foot  at  this  moment 
nudged  his  ankle  as  the  barrellike 
torso  wedged  in  the  front  end  of  the 
boat  turned  uneasily.  From  beneath 
a bronze  arm,  propped  to  act  as  a 
shield  against  the  sun,  cracked  lips  of 
negroid  dimensions  murmured,  “No 
bananas”. 

“Up!  Do  not  regard  such  phantoms 
of  the  mind,”  shrieked  the  skinny 
white  man  with  unnecessary  violence. 
“If  you  dream  thus  your  mind  will 
depart  forever  from  the  things  of  fact. 
Up  Gigo!” 

Tlie  negro  sat  up  with  a grunt.  He 
scratched  the  wool  on  top  of  his  bullet 
head  and  looked  around.  “What  you 
mean  dreams?”  he  asked.  “No  ba- 
nanas here.  I said  no  bananas.” 

Jules  sighed.  “Without  dreaming  of 
bananas  you  would  not  have  arrived 
at  such  a remark.  It  is  not  well  to 
think  of  such  things.  I,  Jules  Turneau, 
having  twice  before  escaped  from 
Devil's  Island,  know  that  such 
thoughts  can  drive  men  mad.  One 
must  concentrate  upon  the  business 
in  hand.  If  we  get  no  food  or  water 
soon,  all  is  lost.  At  this  rate  we  will 
reach  the  ship  lanes  only  after  death.” 
He  indicated  with  a lift  of  one  bony 
shoulder  their  infinitesimal  progress 
past  a bunch  of  seaweed . 

Gigo  frowned  and  looked  at  the 
cadet  blue  horizon  in  the  north.  “This 
morning  there  was  smoke,”  he  stated 
in  a tone  of  injury. 

“Since  noon  another  smoke  passed,” 
Jules  said  soothingly.  “But  how  could 


they  see  us  when  we  could  not  see 
their  deck?” 

In  the  west  a slate  gray  cloud  edged 
with  pink  and  purple  streamers  in  the 
dramatic  style  of  a Caribbean  thunder- 
head  slid  steadily  closer  and  took  up 
a sizeable  part  of  the  sky.  Dark 
patches  appeared  on  the  blue-green 
surface  of  the  sea  and  hurried  across 
the  glassy  emptiness.  Jules  and  Gigo 
hastily  took  down  the  sail.  Its  con- 
dition would  not  allow  exposure  to 
sudden  gusts  if  it  was  to  be  kept  in 
one  piece.  Their  movements  awkward 
from  weakness,  the  two  men  doubled 
the  sail  and  propped  it  so  that  a de- 
pression was  formed  in  its  center  as 
it  lay  across  the  boat.  Jules  headed 
the  boat  into  the  wind  while  Gigo 
labored  to  keep  the  sail  from  collecting 
sea  water. 

A half  hour  later  both  tins  were 
filled  with  drinking  water  from  the 
rain  trapped  in  the  sail  doth. 

“Still  no  food,”  said  Gigo. 

Jules  grunted.  “Begard  what  comes, 
and  try  to  keep  our  water  from  being 
fouled,”  he  snapped.  Gigo  blinked 
as  he  saw  the  curtain  of  rain  with  a 
wall  of  wave  at  its  base  which  was 
sweeping  forward.  He  made  hasty 
preparations  and  crouched  low  in  the 
bow.  Tight  lipped,  Jules  held  the 


tiller  carefully,  braced  himself  as  the 
boat  began  to  rise.  “Bail,”  he  shouted, 
as  they  crashed  through  the  wave  top 
and  rolled,  water  logged,  in  the  welter 
of  smaller  wraves  beyond.  Gigo  held 
the  drinking  water  tins  between  his 
knees  as  he  scooped  out  sea  water  in 
gallon  lots  with  an  old  basin.  After 
a time  it  seemed  that  the  negro  might 
be  getting  rid  of  a little  more  water 
than  was  coming  in.  The  waves  were 
not  so  high,  and  Jules  sat  easier  at 
the  tiller. 

The  storm  was  dying,  as  such  rain 
squalls  soon  do,  but  darkness  was 
coming,  and  there  was  no  chance  of 
food  or  rescue  in  the  night.  Jules 
looked  impatiently  northward  toward 
where  the  ship  lane  from  Panama  lay 
across  this  island-less  center  of  the 
Caribbean. 

“With  the  wind  so  we  will  reach 
the  beaches  of  Colombia  before  this 
wooden  shoe  brings  us  to  the  islands 
or  the  ship  lane,”  the  Frenchman 
raged.  “When  the  wind  is  strong  we 
must  not  put  up  the  sail  or  it  will 
split.  If  it  splits  we  can  neither  make 
our  so-far  snail-like  progress  nor  gather 
drinking  water.  Eli  bien,  we  will  for 
this  reason  never  reach  even  the 
(lea-ridden  shores  of  Colombia,  of 
which  I have  painful  memory.” 
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Gigo  shifted  about  uneasily  as  if 
he  felt  himself  in  some  way  responsible 
for  the  failure  of  his  companion’s  last 
effort  to  escape,  the  details  of  which 
had  more  than  once  been  recounted 
to  him  during  the  present  expedition 
as  a means  of  impressing  him  with 
the  prowess  of  Jules.  He  strained  his 
eyes  toward  the  northern  half  of  the 
unbroken  horizon  while  Jules  con- 
tinued to  fume.  The  clouds  were  gone 
from  overhead,  and  the  remnants  were 
crowding  to  obscure  the  edges  of  the 
sea.  Gigo  remained  attentive  for  some 
time,  and  finally  lifted  a clumsy 
finger  to  point  into  the  darkening 
northeast. 

“Smoke,”  he  said  briefly. 


“Nom  d’un  nom,  it  is  clouds,”  said 
Jules,  who  was  still  in  a black  rage 
and  refused  to  look.  Gigo  subsided 
but  continued  to  watch  the  spot. 
Presently  he  rose  to  his  knees  and 
seemed  to  be  preparing  methodically 
to  dive  overboard.  Instead  he  flung 
out  a chocolate-bronze  arm  and  pointed 
rigidly,  like  a statue. 

“Ship,”  he  announced,  a note  of 
triumph  in  his  voice. 

Jules  glanced  up  and  leaped  erect. 
But  the  swaying  of  the  dinghy  in- 
formed him  of  his  error,  and  he  sat 
down  sputtering.  “Why  do  you  not 
speak  before  we  are  run  down?  Up 
sail,  son  of  a turtle,  do  you  think  they 
can  see  this  water-logged  chip  of 
Satan  without  a rag  aloft?”  He 
scrabbled  among  the  folds  of  stained 
canvas  as  Gigo  worked  to  raise  it 
on  the  little  mast. 


The  ship  was  a freighter  of  unre- 
markable appearance.  It  was  coming 
at  them  almost  head  on,  and  seemed 
to  be  closing  in  fast.  “By  the  time 
they  reach  here  it  will  be  dark.  How, 
then,  can  they  observe  us?”  mourned 
Jules.  His  calculation  was  nearly 
correct,  but  as  a result  of  strenuous 
gymnastics  on  his  part,  while  the  less 
apparent  Gigo  took  the  tiller  an 
unusually  keen-sighted  lookout  on  the 
ship  noticed  them.  The  freighter 
slackened  speed  as  it  drew  abreast 
about  half  a mile  away.  There  was 
a blast  from  its  whistle  as  it  turned 
from  its  course. 

Some  minutes  later  in  the  dusk  of 
the  quick-falling  night  Jules  and  Gigo 


stood  rather  shakily  on  the  deck  of 
the  freighter.  A ship's  officer  in 
white  uniform,  burly  and  blond,  pushed 
through  the  knot  of  silently  staring 
sailors.  He  looked  keenly  into  Jules’ 
face  and  flashed  a smile  as  he  said 
tentatively  in  French,  “Where  are  you 
from?  Did  your  ship  go  down?” 

Jules  stiffened  slightly.  His  face 
grew  blank  as  he  replied  with  dignity, 
“We  come  from  French  Guiana,  where 
conditions  are  no  longer  satisfactory 
for  the  guests  of  France  who  stay 
there.” 

Wrinkles  of  pleasure  crinkled  about 
the  officer’s  eyes  as  he  took  Jules’  arm 
to  guide  his  stumbling  way  across  the 
deck.  “We  must  talk  more  of  this,” 
he  said,  speaking  the  French  with  a 
strong  accent.  “I  am  greatly  in- 
terested in  what  so  many  people  call 
Devil’s  Island.  Of  course  there  is 


much  more  to  it  than  that  group  of 
prison  islands.  So  stupid  to  run  the 
place  as  a penal  colony.  Efficiently 
managed  it  could  be  a valuable  pos- 
session, not  the  pest  hole  that  I 
understand  it  to  be.” 

Jules  nodded.  “It  is  true  that  the 
mainland  territory  could  be  made  to 
yield  much  tropical  wealth.”  He 
darted  a shrewd  glance  at  the  officer 
from  beneath  his  dark,  matted  hair. 

An  hour  later,  bathed  and  clothed 
and  gaining  new  strength  from  the 
food  they  had  eaten,  Jules  and  Gigo 
sat  in  a corner  of  the  crew’s  mess. 
The  radio  had  been  telling  of  the  suc- 
cess of  the  German  attack  on  Britain. 
“Something  bad  here,”  whispered 
Gigo.  “These  men  are  not  sad.” 
“Why  should  they  be?”  asked  Jules. 
“That  news  is  what  they  want  to 
hear.  Do  you  not  note  the  speech 
they  use  among  themselves?” 

“It  is  a foreign  speech,”  said  Gigo. 
His  brow  corrugated  in  thought. 
“Once  in  Camaroons  1 hear  one  talk 
like  this.  He  was  a bad  master.  He 
was  a - - ugh,”  Gigo’s  face  went  gray 
as  he  remembered. 

Jules  smiled  thinly.  “Undoubtedly,” 
he  replied.  He  would  have  said  more, 
but  the  friendly  blond  officer  suddenly 
stood  in  the  dark  doorway.  For  a 
moment  he  watched  the  crew  as  they 
played  cards,  listened  to  the  radio, 
and  roared  good-natured  insults  at 
each  other.  Abruptly  his  glance  shifted 
to  Jules  and  Gigo  in  the  corner.  Jules 
half  rose  and  executed  something  like 
a little  bow  of  deference,  but  the  blue 
eyes  shifted  to  Gigo  and  the  ruddy 
face  hardened. 

“None  said  we  should  leave  this 
place,”  said  Jules,  trying  to  interpret 
the  expression.  “If  it  is  verboten  - - .” 
At  the  German  word  the  smile 
returned.  “I  knew  it  wouldn't  take 
you  long  to  understand  us.  Lang, 
who  is  our  first  officer,  was  rebuking 
me  for  not  telling  you  what  we  are 
supposed  to  be,  the  Greek  freighter, 
Ionia.  But  I told  him  you  were  only 
interested  in  food  just  then,  and  after- 

( please  turn  to  page  22) 
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SPRINGTIME  AT  MARYLAND  IS  WONDER- 
FUL IN  1941.  BUT  WHAT  WAS  IT  LIKE  500 
YEARS  AGO?  LEARN  ABOUT  LIFE  ON  THE 
CAMPUS  IN  THE  SPRINGTIME  OF  1441 


As  Spring  comes  once  again  to 
the  Maryland  campus,  we  sit  and 
gaze  out  of  the  window  and  sigh, 
“Ah,  Spring!”  And  we  wonder,  “Has 
it  always  been  like  this?”  Well,  has  it? 

Being  of  an  inquisitive  rather  than 
intelligent  mind,  we  decided  to  find 
out.  Since  The  Old  Line  is  one  of  the 
younger  Maryland  publications,  we 
could  only  find  back  issues  up  to 
500  years  ago,  but  we  thought  to 
ourselves,  “They  should  suffice.”  After 
reading  the  spring  issue  for  that  year, 
which  was  printed  on  totem  poles 
and  bound  together  with  scalp  locks, 
we  are  able  to  give  you  this  authen- 
ticated picture  of  a spring  day  on  our 
campus,  1441,  A.D. 

The  day  is  bright  and  fair.  Over- 
head, in  what  is  known  as  CAA 
formation,  the  geese  are  flying  north. 
Up  the  hill,  straining  to  make  an  8:20, 
comes  young  Chief  Browning  Owl,  in 
his  five  horse  travois.  He  used  to 
have  ten  horses,  but  the  other  five 
were  er — borrowed  from  a neighboring 
tribe  known  as  the  Hoyas  and  kept 
running  the  wrong  way,  so,  rather  than 
lose  his  scalp  he  dispensed  with  his 
horsepower. 


Upon  reaching  the  top  of  the  hill, 
the  young  savage  was  surprised  to  find 
that  an  armed  warrior,  Mike-with- 
wide-grin,  barred  his  passage  to  his 
usual  parking  place.  Since  Browning 
Owl  had  left  his  tomahawk  in  the 
rumble-seat  where  he  could  not  reach 
it  in  a hurry,  he  nodded  to  the  other 
and  turned  his  horses  into  pasture. 

This  is  the  same  pasture  that  the 
Diamondback  has  been  writing  edi- 
torials about  for  the  last  500  years. 
And  why  isn’t  something  done  about 
the  damn  thing?  But  that’s  another 
story.  After  getting  rid  of  his  horses, 
Browning  Owl  dashed  for  the  nearest 
teepee  with  a totem  pole  under  his 
arm.  The  teepee  was  known  as  the 
Library,  and  if  he  didn’t  return  this 
reserve  totem  pole  before  the  sun 
threw  its  large  shadow  across  Chief 
Bed  Fogg’s  brow,  he  would  be  fined 
20  arrow  heads. 

After  returning  his  literature,  the 
Owl  went  to  class.  He  was  a senior 
in  the  Council  of  Trading,  taking 
courses  under  the  famous  Chief  Even 
Stevens.  Ele  carefully  took  notes  on 
the  lecture,  which  this  time  dealt 
with  the  laws  of  Supply  of  beads  and 


the  Demand  for  islands  as  applied 
to  the  Manhattan  case.  Although 
the  studies  were  quite  difficult, 
Browning  Owl  was  an  apt  pupil.  It 
was  agreed  by  all  that  if  it  was  possible 
to  graduate  from  that  course  of  study 
that  Browning  would  do  it. 

After  this  class,  the  Owl  fell  down 
the  blazed  trail  to  where  the  B.O.T.C. 
(Bedskin’s  Official  Torture  Course) 
class  was  being  held.  Here  he  spent 
the  rest  of  the  morning  studying  the 
tactics  of  Armored  Buffalo  attack 
units. 

Lunch  hour  found  the  Owl  rav- 
enously hungry.  LIpon  returning  to 
his  travois,  the  Owl  found  that  the 
squirrels  had  eaten  his  lunch.  Nothing 
but  scattered  bits  of  wax  paper  re- 
mained. This  made  the  Owl  angry, 
and  seizing  his  bow  and  arrows,  he 
set  out  to  secure  vengeance.  He 
trotted  along  the  game  trail  with  his 
bow  and  arrows  in  hand,  all  the  while 
very  much  aware  of  Spring  in  the  Air. 
He  took  a deep  breath.  “Nun  chewing 
kola  oh  hotoa  mee  nari  nayhoon,” 
he  muttered  in  an  ecstatic  tone,  which, 
translated,  boils  down  to,  “Ah,  Spring.” 
How  could  he  think  of  killing  squirrels 
on  a day  like  this?  Besides,  who  was 
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AS  HEARD  FROM  CHIEF  ANCIENT  TERPUS 

BY  JOHN  CLUNK 


that  approaching?  She  was  beautiful, 
she  was  dazzling,  from  the  toes  of  her 
beaded  mocassins  to  the  tip  of  the 
eagle  feather  in  her  hair.  She  was 
clad  in  a light  buckskin  dress.  In  her 
left  hand  she  carried  an  Early  Spring- 
Violet.  In  her  right  hand  she  carried 
Woodward’s  Applied  Home  Economics. 

The  young  chief’s  heart  beat  like 
a tom  tom.  He  knew  her  name,  as 
did  every  brave  on  the  campus.  She 
was  called  Wa-a-hun-ya-ee,  which, 
when  translated,  turns  out  to  be 
nothing  more  than  an  expression  of 
surprised  admiration  followed  by  low 
whistle. 

It  was  then  exactly  12:30  by  the 


smoke  signal  from  the  arrow  hole  in 
the  Business  Statistics  and  Dead 
Reckoning  from  Scalps  lecture  teepee, 
lie  had  a little  time  to  kill,  he  thought 
to  himself.  He  decided  to  speak  to 
her.  But,  greatest  of  surprises,  if  was 
she  that  spoke  first. 

“Oh,  Owl!”  she  exclaimed,  rushing 
up  to  him,  “I've  been  waiting  all  day 
for  you  to  do  me  a favor.”  She 
grabbed  him  by  the  hand  and  led  him 
to  a large  lake  down  by  what  later 
became  known  as  Pony  Express  Post 
No.  34. 

It  wasn’t  exactly  a lake  though. 
That  is,  it  was  not  water,  but  a sort 
of  liquid  mud,  not  thick  enough  to 


walk  on,  and  almost  thin  enough  to 
swim  through. 

“You’re  so  big  and  strong,  Owl,” 
she  murmured  with  her  eyes.  “Can’t 
you  carry  me  across?” 

The  Owl  gulped.  “I  can  do  better 
than  that,”  he  recovered  himself. 
“I  ll  make  a canoe.  Wait  right  here, 

I II  be  back  in  a minute.” 

So  saying,  he  whipped  out  his  Boy 
Seoul  knife  and  fled  into  the  woods 
in  search  of  a birch  tree.  Two  minutes 
later  he  was  back,  with  the  canoe 
made,  lie  dropped  it  in  the  liquid  mud 
and  helped  Low  Whistle  in.  Then  he 
quickly  paddled  across  with  a bent 
soup  spoon  purloined  from  the  Food 
Lodge.  On  the  way  he  thought  to 
himself,  “Why-in-hell  can’t  you  get  a 
pair  of  white  boots  like  they’re  going 
to  have  in  1941?” 

When  they  got  to  the  other  side, 
Browning,  being  a Commerce  student, 
made  arrangements  with  the  Capital 
Transit  Company  to  make  use  of  his 
ferry-canoe  service  in  exchange  for  one 
string  of  beads,  200  pieces  of  blue 
wampum,  and  a season’s  pass  on  the 
Company’s  street  car  lines,  effective 
as  soon  as  they  were  invented.  (We 
still  don’t  know  who  got  the  worst 
of  that  one.) 

He  deposited  her  at  her  teepee,  the 
Aee-o-pyee  Lodge,  first  making  ar- 
rangements to  come  back  that  night. 
He  then  ran  for  his  horses  and  thence 
to  his  daydodger’s  home. 

That  night  was  dark  and  still. 
Slowly  over  the  far  hilltop  rose  the 
golden  spring  moon,  just  as  it’s  rising 
right  this  minute,  come  to  think  of  it. 
The  air  was  warm  and  heavy  with  the 
scent  of  Spring,  just  as  it  is  tonight. 
From  my  window  I can  see  the  same 
oak  tree — Say!  That  looks  like  Alice 
walking  by  the  Library.  It  is!  And 
she’s  by  Herself!  If  you  want  this 
story  finished  you’d  better  do  it 
yourself  ....  Hey,  Alice! 


In  the  beginning  . . 
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lit  J>... 

THE  MARYLAND  COED? 


WOULD  YOU  LIKE  TO  DATE 
A CAMPUS  GIRL?  DO  YOU 
KNOW  ABOUT  CAMPUS  GIRLS? 
LEARN  ALL  — FROM  THE  OLD 
LINE  HANDY  POCKET  GUIDE 


College  has  been  described  as  a cross  between  a 
country  club,  a kindergarten,  and  a marriage  market. 
The  U.  of  M.  is  no  exception.  Therefore,  in  order  that 
sex-minded  fellows  of  this  school  may  be  able  to  dis- 
tinguish between  the  various  types  of  girls  they  will  have 
to  put  up  with  for  the  six  or  seven  years  they  will  be 
here,  we  are  presenting  this  handy  pocket  guide  to  the 
M.  U.  coeds.  It  was  worked  out  originally  by  the  em- 
pirical interests  of  the  world  famous  Juke-box-beer-and-leg 
Society  and  published  in  its  journal,  “Suds  and  Pins.” 


All  girls  may  be  divided  into  two  parts,  sorority  girls 
and  non-sorority  girls.  In  general,  sorority  girls  are 
characterized  by  a jeweled  pin  and  a pledge  to  the  cause. 
Said  pledge  demands  a vote  for  the  sorority’s  candidate 
for  beauty  queen.  Also,  they  are  bound  to  obey  a number 
of  rules,  chief  among  them  being  not  to  get  looped  in  the 
gutters  of  College  Park  around  rushing  season. 

Non-sorority  girls,  on  the  other  hand,  are  bound  only 
by  the  laws  of  gravity  and  the  State  of  Maryland.  (Fed- 
eral laws  apply  to  daydodgers.) 


Each  of  these  groups  may  be  broken  down  into  a 
number  of  sub-classifications.  Among  the  sorority  group 
there  is  first  of  all  the  Little  Girl  Type.  They  wear 
saddle  shoes  and  sox  exclusively,  because  they  want  to 
be  thought  naive  and  unsophisticated.  At  times,  at 
their  own  suggestion,  they  are  referred  to  as  the  Station 
Wagon  Set.  They  get  their  greatest  kicks  from  riding 
en  masse  to  8:20’s,  all  the  way  leaning  out  of  their  Wagon 
and  screaming  to  ambulating  acquaintances.  They  are 
known  also  by  their  cheery  “Hi,  there!”  They  spread 
this  interesting  greeting  around  the  campus  promiscuously 
and  really  are  quite  proud  of  it.  Because,  they  say, 
“that  just  proves  that  we’re  no  better  than  the  rest  of 
the  school.”  They  are  affectionately  known  to  one 
another  as  simply  “baby.” 


The  second  sub-heading  in  the  sorority  group  is  the 
We-wear-our-high-heels-on-school-days  type.  These  girls 
are  a product  of  Jazz  Era  No.  2.  They  are  probably 
best  described  as  an  outgrowth  of  Washington  and 
Baltimore  high  schools.  They  apparently  know  what 
the  fellows  like  and  wear  them,  even  in  the  mud,  and 
despite  the  Women’s  League.  Their  purpose  is  to  em- 
phasize legs  and  take  attention  from  faces,  which  in- 
variably show  the  effects  of  the  night  before.  Can  be 
counted  on  for  some  killing  nights  before.  They  are 
usually  found  walking  in  front  of  the  library.  1 he 
How-do-you-like-our-legs  type. 

The  third  main  sorority  group  pride  themselves  on 
being  in  an  upper  intellectual  stratum.  They  are  seen 
frequently  in  campus  plays,  at  concerts,  and  in  miscel- 
laneous culture  groups.  Also,  many  of  them  affiliate 
themselves  with  the  various  U.  of  M.  publications.  Date 
athletes  whenever  and  wherever  possible.  They  are 
really  out  to  meet  men  of  stature,  or  any  old  man,  but 
will  not  admit  it.  They  attempt  to  set  themselves  up 
as  a cross  between  Bette  Davis  and  Katie  Hepburn. 

Leave  hair  straight  because  Katie  does,  and  besides  it’s 
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easier.  Wear  droop  model  sweaters  and  usually  purple 
lipsl  iek.  The  W e-can  t-help-it -if- we' re-sophisticated — il- 
was-born-in-us  type. 

Non-sorority  girls  likewise  may  be  broken  down. 
Prominent  among  them  is  the  Career  (ml.  She  majors 
in  Chemistry  or  Bacteriology.  Scrupulously  avoids  any 
vestige  of  make-up.  Wears  low  heel  shoes  with  Haps 
in  the  front.  Also  four  thread  stockings.  Often  seen  in 
intent  conversation  with  the  boy  next  to  them  in  the 
library,  invariably  on  topics  of  world  importance.  They 
want  a man  but  they  are  not  loo  enthusiastic  about  it. 
Besides,  if  he  interferes  with  their  Chemistry,  the  hell 
with  him. 

The  Horne  Economics  type  also  is  prominent.  This 
is  composed  chiefly  of  non-sorority  girls  but  catches  a 
few  stragglers  from  sorority  type  No.  1 above.  They 
want  a man  enthusiastically  and  often  take  him  liome- 
lo  mother,  who  always  has  plans,  not  to  mention  a home 
cooked  meal,  for  him.  These  girls  dash  around  madly 
with  smudgy  paper  and  stubby  pencils  in  their  grimy 
lingers.  When  asked  what  the  hell  for,  they  turn  out 
to  be  making  a budget  of  last  year's  expenses.  At  home 
near  the  range,  but  unlike  the  Chemistry  major  want 
a man  whether  he  interferes  with  their  cooking  or  not. 

Spend  four  years  in  preparing  grandiose  budgets  for 
later  married  life  only  to  find  that  husband’s  salary  falls 
about  $3,000  short  of  their  budget.  Wish  to  hell  that 
they  had  taken  Arts  and  Sciences.  Then  at  least  they 
would  have  gotten  a little  culture. 

Next  is  the  Dorm  Girl.  They  spend  the  greater  part 
of  their  day  trudging  from  their  home  on  the  hill  to  the 
II.  of  M.  dining  hall  and  back  again.  On  these  treks 
they  try  hard  to  remember  the  advice  of  the  dorm  mother 
never  to  succumb  to  the  horn-blasting  efforts  of  passing 
truck  drivers  to  pick  them  up.  The  only  time  during 
the  year  that  they  see  a breakfast  is  when  they  go  home 
for  the  holidays.  They  prefer  a can  of  cold  beans  to 
supper  on  Friday  nights.  They  are,  in  general,  very 
unenthusiastic  about  Dorm  Life.  The  food  feeds  them. 
Nine  out  of  ten  don’t  come  back  next  year.  For  this 
reason  we  refer  to  them  as  the  Disgruntled  Type. 

And,  finally,  there  is  the  Scourge-of-the-Rossborough. 

Referred  to  by  the  more  sedate  Rossboroughers  (especially 
sorority  groups  I and  3)  as  Those  Jitterbugs.  They  spend 
their  high  school  apprenticeship  on  Baltimore’s  Keith’s 
Roof.  They  wear  hyper-short  skirts  to  formal  Boss- 
boroughs;  let  their  hair  fall  down  over  their  shoulders; 
would  be  in  7th  Heaven  if  Cab  Calloway  or  Count  Basic 
hit  Maryland.  At  every  dance  they  reserve  the  southeast 
corner  of  the  gym,  where,  in  a flash  of  spike  heels,  they 
show  off  the  latest  Jitterbuggery  from  Baltimore,  and 
revel  in  the  expressions  of  distaste  on  the  faces  of  Sorority 
groups  1 and  3. 

Now  you’re  prepared.  Aren’t  you? 
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Before  my  friend,  Barney  Mc- 
Grath, takes  over  the  Spotlight  last 
fall,  it  is  just  a third-rate  night  club 
and  lucky  when  it  can  draw  enough 
payolas  to  meet  expenses.  Everybody 
calls  it  Henry’s  Tavern  then-  -changing 
it  to  Iht'  Spotlight  is  Barney’s  idea. 
He  says  it  gives  the  place  more  class. 
Barney  makes  other  improvements;  he 
has  the  bar  extended  around  one  end 
of  the  floor  till  it’s  shaped  like  a horse- 
shoe, and  down  at  the  other  end  he 
builds  a mirror  big  enough  so  you  can 
watch  yourself  while  you  dance.  A 
lot  of  people  go  for  that  sort  of  thing. 
He  covers  the  walls  with  black  and 
white  leather  and  enlarges  the  dressing 
rooms.  Then  some  more  tables  and  a 
remodeling  job  on  the  outside — alto- 
gether, it  sets  him  back  close  to  seventy- 
live  thousand  grand.  Barney  says  it's 
worth  every  cent  though;  he  wants 
everything  to  be  the  best.  For  the 
opening,  he  gets  a be l ter- 1 han-average 
floor  show;  a pair  of  adagio  dancers, 
Gary  Luce  as  M.  C.,  a couple  of 
moderately  good  comedians  who  chase 
each  other  around  on  skates,  and  a 
hand-picked,  all-redhead  chorus.  King 


Porter’s  orchestra  is  booked  for  the 
night  and  invitations  are  sent  out  to 
lh<;  necessary  celebrities,  socialites, 
and  reporters.  Barne>  is  a smart 
showman.  He  knows  the  importance 
of  a smash  beginning.  “People  are 
like  sheep,’’  he  says.  “They  like  to 
follow  a leader.  The  trick  is  to  get  the 
leaders  started  your  way.” 

The  morning  of  the  opening,  things 
are  shaping  up  well.  Chefs,  cooks, 
waiters,  captains,  bartenders,  hat-check 
girls— they’re  all  set.  Barney’s  press 


agent  has  been  working  like  a dog,  and 
he  manages  to  get  advance  rave  notices 
in  all  the  important  nitery  columns. 
From  every  angle  it  looks  like  the 
Spotlight  w ill  be  a success. 

Along  about  ten  o’clock,  I drop  in 
Barney’s  apartment  to  see  if  lie  lias 
everything  under  control.  I expect 
him  lojook  nervous  but  he  doesn't; 
lie’s  leaning  back  in  his  chair  and  w hen 
he  sees  me,  he  beams. 

“How’s  it  going,  boy?”  1 ask. 

“Great,”  he  hollers.  “Everything’s 
great.”  He  pushes  a box  of  fifteen 
centers  toward  me  so  I take  two  or 
three. 

“No  hitches  at  all,  eh?” 

“Not  a one.  I do  have  a few  more 
little  matters  to  take  care  of  but  they 
won’t  give  me  any  trouble.  Bight 
now,  I’m  going  down  to  interview 
some  girls.  We  need  somebody  for 
fifteen  minute  piano  fill-ins  when  the 
band  takes  intermission.  You  can 
come  along  and  watch  if  you  want,” 
he  adds. 

In  the  taxi  all  the  way  downtown, 
lie’s  chattering  busily.  He  explains 
how  he’s  looking  for  a wren  who  not 


only  tickles  a mean  pair  of  ivories  hut 
is  also  soothing  on  the  optics.  When 
lie  finishes,  I nod  for  1 can  see  that  he 
is  facing  the  problem  intelligently. 

“That  should  be  easy  enough,”  I 
assure  him.  “There  are  always  beau- 
tiful women  hanging  around  night 
clubs  trying  to  get  tryouts.  You 
won’t  have  any  trouble  finding  one 
who  can  play  decently  too.” 


Wilma  was  a lovely 
girl  and  Stardust  was 
a fine  song.  But  too 
much  very  definitely 
was  too  much 


“I’m  not  expecting  any  trouble, 
Saxie,”  he  says.  “But  I’d  like  to  get 
it  all  settled  just  the  same.” 

Well,  there  are  close  to  two  dozen 
women  outside  Barney’s  office  waiting 
for  us.  After  looking  them  over,  we 
are  able  to  narrow  them  down  to  eight 
or  nine  and  one  of  them  is  a girl  in 
white.  We  ask  them  questions  about 
their  references  and  styles  and  most 
of  them  are  pretty  quiet  and  don’t 
speak  unless  we  speak  to  them.  This 
girl  in  w hile  is  different  though.  She’s 
in  there  swinging  from  the  start,  and 
any  fool  can  see  she’s  made  up  her 
mind  that  this  is  the  job  for  her.  She 
doesn’t  get  noisy;  it  just  looks  like 
everything  we  mention  she  can  do. 
She  seems  to  have  played  with  every 
big  name  hand  in  Chicago  at  one  time 
or  another  and  she  has  a stack  of 
testimonials  to  her  playing  ability  that 
would  make  Jess  Stacy  look  like  small- 
time. Furthermore,  she  is  the  pretti- 
est one  there  so  Barney  takes  her  into 
the  next  room  where  he  keeps  a little 
piano  and  tells  her  to  cut  loose. 

“What  shall  1 play?” 

“Anything,  baby,”  says  Barney 
amiably.  “I  just  want  to  get  some 
idea  of  your  style.” 

So  she  digs  into  a chorus  of  “Star- 
dust and  I will  say  I am  surprised 
because  she  is  good.  Nothing  sen- 
sational, you  understand,  hut  she  hits 
hard  and  clean,  without  too  many 
trills  and  rumblings  like  you  expect 
from  most  women  pianists. 

Barney  is  pleased  too.  He's  rubbing 
his  hands  together  and  beaming. 

(please  turn  to  page  28) 
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Ahead  for  MILDNESS .. .for  BETTER  TASTE  and  COOLER  SMOKING 


...that's  what  smokers  want  these  days  and  Chesterfields 
are  quick  to  give  it  with  their  right  combination  of  the 
world’s  best  cigarette  tobaccos... They  Satisfy. 


Everywhere  you  look  you  see  those  friendly 
white  packages. . .it’s  the  smoker's  cigarette. 


Chestere/eid 


Copyright  1941,  Liggftt  & Myers  Tobacco  Co. 


OUT  OF  THE  DARKNESS 

BY  JANE  RUGGLES 


It  was  a late  wintek  evening  in 
the  poor  district  of  Paris.  In  the  light 
of  a lamp,  the  only  source  of  illumina- 
tion in  the  bare  little  room,  there  is  a 
young  mother  and  a doctor  leaning 
over  the  limp  form  of  a child — pathetic- 
ally small — on  a bed.  The  doctor  sits 
on  the  only  chair  in  the  room  counting 
the  pulse.  In  the  silence,  heavy  with 


dread  and  suspense,  the  only  sound  is 
the  one  they  are  listening  to,  the  short, 
irregular  breathing  of  the  tiny  one. 
The  moon  passes  behind  a cloud.  The 
windows  fade  into  darkness  and  merge 
with  the  blackness  of  the  ceiling  and 
the  walls  as  if  to  form  an  impenetrable 
barrier  for  the  misfortune  which 
t hreatens  the  poor,  hard-working  people 


Da  i n-AJ! 


Courtesy  The  Harvard  Lampoon 


whom  they  protect.  The  doctor  gent- 
ly lays  the  tiny  hand  on  the  patched 
cover. 

“I  shall  have  to  operate  here,”  lie 
says  in  a low  voice,  looking  down  at 
his  hands.  ”ll  will  be  all  right.” 

Ihe  slight  woman  with  her  dark 
hair  and  wide  eyes,  which  now  stare 
into  the  dark  windows,  rises  mechani- 
cally from  her  knees  to  get  the  things 
this  man  will  need  to  save  the  life  of 
her  child. 

The  little  French  peasant  walks 
blindly  about  the  room,  doing  the 
doctor’s  orders.  He  speaks  these  in  a 
low  voice  while  he  lays  a few  instru- 
ments from  his  bag  on  the  chair  beside 
the  bed.  As  she  puts  his  instruments 
into  the  water,  the  doctor  removes  the 
lampshade  and  moves  the  lamp  as 
close  to  the  bed  as  the  short  cord  will 
allow  . The  child  sleeps. 

The  woman  stands  at  the  end  of  the 
bed  with  her  hands  clenching  the  white 
iron  rail,  and  her  jaw  set.  The  doctor 
makes  quick  little  actions  with  a sure 
hand,  but  his  eyes  squint.  As  he 
reaches  for  the  last  crucial  instrument, 
the  light  goes  out.  The  blackness  of 
the  room  is  darker  even  than  despair. 

The  irregular  breathing  ceases. 

The  woman  groans  as  she  sinks  to 
her  knees  beside  the  bed  and  lifts  her 
eyes  in  agonizing  supplication.  The 
doctor  sits  by  the  bed  w ith  bowed  head. 

Upon  this  mute  tableau  the  outside 
door  is  Hung  open,  and  a strong  young 
voice  rings  out  in  the  dark. 

“Marie,  Marie,  we’ve  won  -the  men 
at  the  plant  are  striking! — there’s  not 
one  light  burning  in  Paris  tonight.” 


On  Tin3  Next  Page 


| HE  literary  gem  that  you 
see  is  a certain  newspaper 
at  the  University  of  Mary- 
land. Any  resemblance  to 
The  Diamondback,  living  or 
dead,  is  purely  coincidental. 
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Old  Line  Staff  Meets! 


Editor  s Note: 

The  photographer  got  mixed 
up  with  the  beauty  queens 
and  hasn’t  been  heard  from 
since. 

---Orv  Shirey 


From  this  group  of  lovely  girls , Maryland' s beauty  queen  for  1941  will  be  chosen. 
From  left  to  right,  front  row,  Barbara  Boose,  Earla  Marshall,  Lois  Holland, 
Marjorie  Brock,  Geraldine  Kreider;  back  row,  Betty  Smink,  Helen  Crane,  Shirley 
Conner,  Elmire  Pearson,  Mary  Yeager,  and  Beverly  Smith.  That's  Dave  Johnson 
in  the  very  back.  He  kicked  Marjorie  Cook  out  of  the  picture  so  that  he  could  put 
himself  in.  “ Who's  running  this  contest,  anyway  ?”  Dave  wanted  to  know. 

Sex  Here  To  Stay 

On  Campus  They  Say 


Interfraternity 
Group  May 
Stage  Ball 


Some  time  a week  or  so  from  now 
the  fraternities  have  decided  to  stage 
a ball.  They  decided  to  call  it  The 
Inter-fraternity  Ball.  All  the  fellows 
in  the  fraternities  want  everybody  that 
can  to  be  there.  It  doesn’t  cost  very 
much  and  you  can  get  a ticket  from 
any  fraternity  man. 

The  orchestra  will  definitely  be 
there,  so  why  not  you?  The  fraterni- 
ties wonder.  It  has  not  definitely 
been  decided  who  the  orchestra  will 
be  however.  But  there  are  well 
founded  rumors  that  it  will  be  none 
other  than  that  old  campus  favorite, 
Sammy  Kyser,  and  his  swinger- 
dingeroos. 

The  band  has  been  acclaimed  in 
past  campus  performances.  So  why 
not  now?  That’s  what  the  fraterni- 
ties thought  about  it,  in  considering 
this  famous  jazz  unit  as  a possibility. 

Um 

ODK  Taps  Many 

ODK,  honorary  leadership  frater- 
nity, yesterday  afternoon  tapped  45 
or  50  new  members  in  their  annual 
spring  tapping  ceremony. 

The  ceremony  was  held  in  the  two 
rear  booths  of  the  Varsity  Grill. 
Governor  O’Conor  was  there,  not  to 
mention  Dr.  Byrd,  who  both  spoke. 
Zalesak  was  there  too,  as  was  the 
R.O.T.C.  But  nobody  else. 

In  commenting  on  the  tapping, 
Joe  Murphy,  President  of  ODK, 
stated,  “This  is  the  biggest  tapping 
we’ve  ever  had.” 

Um 


Sex  definitely  exists  on  the  Mary- 
land campus,  it  was  learned  very  late 
last  night. 


Sex 


Whether  or  not  sex  actually  was 
existent  here  at  Maryland  has  been 
the  subject  of  bitter  controversy  for 
seven  or  eight  years  now.  But  it  was 

Um 


up  to  Orville  Shirey,  Diamondback 
snooping  reporter,  to  settle  this 
question  for  good  and  all. 

Yesterday  afternoon  our  boy  Orv 
wondered  to  himself,  “Does  sex  really 
exist  at  our  school?  Is  it  here  to 
stay?” 

He  decided  to  see  for  himself.  So 
he  slung  his  tripod  over  his  shoulder, 
stuck  a flashlight  bulb  in  his  pocket, 
and  dashed  up  to  the  wooded  area 
between  Morrill  Hall  and  the  Library. 
He  then  hid  behind  a tree  and  waited. 

Six  hours  later  They  Came,  hand 
in  hand,  furtively  peering  behind  each 
tree.  But  they  missed  Orv’s  tree,  as 
you  can  see.  Thinking  they  were 
alone,  they  stopped  and  looked  into 
each  other’s  eyes.  Then  It  happened. 
And  Orv’s  camera  clicked.  Anti  sex  is 
here  to  stay.  On  the  Maryland  campus. 

Um 


Walt  Disney 
Picks  Beauty 
Queen  of  UM 

Walt  Disney  of  Mickey  Mouse  fame 
will  select  from  Our  School’s  most 
ravishing  beauties  the  most  ravishing 
of  them  all.  She  is  to  be  known  as 
“Miss  Um  of  1941.”  The  selection 
will  take  place  some  time  in  late  May. 

You  all  know  Mr.  Disney.  We’re 
sure. 

He  has  been  associated  with  the 
movies  for  quite  a number  of  years. 
While  being  associated  with  them  for 
quite  a number  of  years,  there  is  very 
little  that  Mr.  Disney  didn’t  learn 
about  feminine  pulchritude.  He  is 
easily  one  of  the  outstanding  authori- 
ties in  the  country  on  this  subject. 
It  is  known  to  most  everyone  that  he 
is  the  creator  of  Clarabelle  Cow, 
Minnie  Mouse,  and  many  other  flicker 
lovelies. 

So  why  shouldn't  he  be  qualified  to 
pick  Our  Beauty  Queen?  At  least 
that’s  what  the  Committee  for  Selec- 
tion of  Miss  Um  of  1941  thought  about 
it. 

Um 

ZAL  Taps  2nd 

Emmanuel  F.  Zalesak,  well  known 
Varsity  Grill  mogul,  announces  annual 
tapping  of  his  keg.  This  will  make 
the  second  keg  of  beer  that  has  been 
tapped  by  the  local  mogul  in  the 
history  of  the  Grill. 

When  reached  by  Orv  Shirey, 
promising  Dbk.  reporter,  Zal  said  in 
a voice  choked  with  emotion,  “Gosh, 
I hope  to  have  lots  more  annual 
tappings.” 

Um 

LOST 

Sometime  between  sunrise  and  sun- 
set, two  golden  hours  each  studded 
with  sixty  diamond  minutes.  No 
reward  is  offered,  for  they  are  gone 
forever. 

Um 
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WHAT?  BESIDES  BOOKS 

By  Red  ( On  small  cat  feet)  Fog 


Address:  Paint-Branch-on-the-Pike 

CENSOR-IN-CHIEF Geary  Eppley 
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BEST  REPORTER  Orv  Shirey 

Other  Reporters 

Mary  Henderson,  Alice  James,  Lola  Mangum,  Judy  Woodring, 

Doris  McFarland,  Turner  Timberlake. 


Where?  If  Any.  At  All 

Recently  the  Diamondback  was  talking  together,  and  there  isn’t  very 
much  school  spirit  around  here,  we  decided. 

Ever  since  school  started  it’s  been  the  same  old  thing — hardly  any  school 
spirit  at  all.  Just  why?  We  know  what  you  all  will  say.  Our  teams  were  no 
good.  Of  course  the  football  and  basketball  teams  didn’t  win  many  games,  if 
at  all.  But  what  of  it?  Who  do  you  think  they  are — Minnesota  and  Long 
Island  University,  respectively? 

But,  you’ll  retort,  it  was  so  terribly  muddy.  Well,  you  are  right;  it  was 
muddy.  But  what  do  you  think  this  is,  anyway,  the  Champs  d’Elysees  and 
Central  Park?  Respectively. 

Then,  of  course,  there  are  the  daydodgers.  Every  day  they  hitch-hike  to 
school,  sneak  into  class,  and  then  comes  lunch.  So  they  get  their  paper  bags, 
troop  down  to  the  cellar  of  the  Coliseum,  and  huddle  together  in  the  darkness, 
all  the  time  eating.  Then,  wiping  the  crumbs  from  their  mouths,  they  dash  off 
to  class.  Thence,  home,  ever  in  headlong  haste. 

Just  how  are  we  going  to  have  school  spirit  with  that  sort  of  thing  going  on, 
we  of  the  Diamondback  wonder.  The  answer  is  an  emphatic  NO. 

All  of  which  causes  us  to  pose  to  the  students  one  question:  Where  is  your 

school  spirit  anyway? 


Early  to  bed , early  to  rise , makes  a man  healthy , wealthy  and  wise. — Benjamin 
Franklin. 


A stitch  in  time  saves  nine. — Ibid. 


Speak  for  yourself , John  Boy. — Anonymous. 


“TO  DO  OR  NOT  TO  DO”— 

Right  at  the  very  top  of  our  list  of 
recommended  literature  for  this  month 
is  this  little  gem  by  the  U.  of  M. 
Women’s  League.  It  has  absolutely 
everything.  It’s  recommended  es- 
pecially for  all  you  coeds  who  were 
brought  up  on  the  water  front.  It 
recognizes  the  fact  that  many  of  you 
were  reared  in  the  shadow  of  the  gas 
works  and  endeavors  to  bring  you  up 
to  the  level  of  Maryland  society.  It 
tells  everything  of  importance  all  the 
way  from  how  to  pick  your  teeth  in 
approved  Women’s  League  fashion 
right  down  to  how  many  times  to  kiss 
your  date  good  night. 

Cardinal  sin,  according  to  this  opus, 
is  failure  to  threaten  running  away 
from  home  in  order  to  extort  cash  from 
the  family  for  a new  dress.  For  what? 

— Um 


HALL  OF 
FAME 


When  Charlie  was  younger 


This  week  we  are  going  to  tell  you 
about  our  boy  Charlie.  Charlie  says 
that  he  was  just  too  pleased  to  have 
been  born  in  1907,  not  because  there 
was  anything  particular  about  1907, 
but  then  with  his  ever-keen  wit, 
Charlie  said  to  your  reporter,  “After 
all,  why  not? 

Having  been  thus  put  at  ease  by 
Mogul  Charlie,  your  reporter  felt  at 
liberty  to  ask  him  all  those  intimate 
things  that  we  know  you  are  just 
dying  to  hear  about  Charlie. 

Says  Charlie,  “I  really  didn’t  do 
much  of  nothing  when  I was  little, 
( cont . on  back  page) 


For  the  Junior  Prom,  of  course!  Every 
Maryland  coed  buys  one.  It  states 
further  that  Prom  Day  (immediately 
prior  to  Prom  Night)  should  be  spent 
in  “doing  the  little  things  that  only  a 
coed  knows  how  to  do.”  But  not  on 
the  Campus,  Good  Lord.  Besides 
Rock  Creek  Park  is  much  safer. 


THE  U.  OF  M.  CATALOGUE, 
1941-42  — 

It’s  here  at  last.  And  it’s  the  finest 
piece  of  thought-provoking  literature 
of  the  year.  Resplendent  with  many 
full  page  illustrations,  it  fairly  reeks 
with  reader  appeal.  With  last  year’s 
features  it  combines  many  1941-42 
innovations.  Among  them  is  a special 
two  page  itemized  list  of  Maryland’s 
football  coaches.  And — the  greatest 
— they  say  it  comes  on  a scroll  this 
year! 


Elm 


AtwofioliA. 


By  Snooper  Sue 


The  Campus  was  deserted  last 
weekend,  what  with  the  Daydodgers 
Club  spending  the  weekend  in  Wash- 
ington and  not  returning  until  Mon- 
day for  those  damned  8:20’s.  So 
news  was  a little  hard  to  get. 

Ruth  Stowell  came  through  for  us 
though.  She  took  a whole  bunch  of 
KD’s  down  to  Annapolis.  She’s 
engaged,  you  know.  Oh,  yes.  Irma 
Tennant  and  Lolly  Park,  incidentally, 
will  have  to  be  stricken  from  the 
weekly  Annapolis  list.  They  attended 
their  last  June  week  in  February. 

The  KD’s  had  the  Kappas  and  the 
Phi  Delts  over  for  a pick-up  supper 
Tuesday  night.  The  Kappas  had  the 
Phi  Delts  and  the  ATO’s  over  to 
help  eat  up  leftovers  Wednesday 
{cont.  on  back  page) 
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Hoopmen  Place  Many 
On  O fficial  ( Diamondback ) 
All- District  Squad 


TERP  TALKS 


BY  LIMBERLOST  LEW 


Well,  Charlie,  it  was  a hot  game. 
The  tremendous  Liners  and  the  other 
lads,  the  Sluggers,  battled  tooth  and 
nail  well  into  the  night.  The  lads 
in  the  stands  cheered  the  classic  fray 
and  the  old  rafters  took  a tremendous 
beating  from  the  grandstanders.  At- 
tendance was  not  quite  as  good  as 
usual,  however,  since  it  was  estimated 
that  there  were  roughly  only  seven 
lads  in  the  stands,  including  the 
coaches.  How  come  Charlie? 

Don’t  Know.  Why?  .... 

Well,  the  Liner  Cindermen  were 
right  in  there,  pulling  no  punches, 
you  birds,  and  they  poured  on  the 
oil  right  up  to  and  including  the  final 
stanza.  Right  from  the  starting  gun 
the  old  hoop  factory  lads  steamrollered 
across  the  stripes  with  an  attack  that 
was  undefeatable.  The  battling  ball- 
men  thundered  down  the  field  to 
certain  victory.  But  something 
happened. 

What  Happened? 

Let’s  see  just  what  went  wrong 
with  the  mighty  tourney.  Nothing, 
really,  probably.  We  would  say. 
The  lads  whacked  and  walloped  away 
in  the  opening  rounds  at  a terrific 
pace.  Then  the  Liners  followed 
through  with  a duel  that  should  have 
brought  home  the  old  bacon.  Yep, 
the  hoop  boys  really  had  plenty  of 
what  it  takes. 

Something  Wrong 

Even  the  coaches  were  optimistic. 
The  Diamonders  had  never  slung  the 
old  pigskin  with  such  battling  spirit, 
me  lads,  and  the  hide  factory  gave 
it  out  thick  and  heavy,  with  a fire- 
cracker boom  that  jogged  even  one 
of  the  pressmen  awake.  And  that’s 
nice  going  lads. 

Result  Not  Right.  Probably  . . . 

It  was  tooth  and  nail  going  into  the 
last  quarter  and  the  Liners  fought 


It’s  here!  A little  late,  but  it’s  here. 
Yes,  sir.  Take  it  from  us.  It’s  the 
real  McCoy.  We’re  talking  about  the 
Official  (Diamondback)  All  District 
Basketball  Team  for  1941.  It  took  a 
little  longer  this  year,  because  one  or 
two  positions  were  in  doubt  right  up 
to  the  last  minute.  But  we  finally 
got  ’em  settled. 

As  you  can  see,  leading  the  other 
schools  this  year  is  our  own  LIniversity 
of  Maryland.  Yes,  sir,  our  boys 
really  walked  off  with  the  lion’s  share 
of  the  coveted  berths.  It  kinda 
makes  ya  feel  a little  better  about  the 
basketball  season,  doesn’t  it?  Even 
though  we  didn’t  win  so  very  many 
games,  we  did  have  quite  a few  in- 

Um 

(. LIMBERLOST  LEW, 
from  previous  column) 
every  inch  of  the  way.  The  other 
lads  were  really  tremendously  out- 
classed by  the  terrific  Liner  lads. 
We’re  not  quite  sure  just  what  it  was 
they  were  playing,  because  were 
studying  for  a French  test  or  some- 
thing. But  when  it  was  all  over  we 
looked  at  the  final  score. 

Don’t  Understand.  Quite.  . . . 

It  was  337J^  to  minus  7,  and  guess 
who?  We  are  sure  that  something 
was  not  quite  right.  The  Liner  lads, 
though  the  underdogs,  fought  a 
tremendous  game.  We  are  really 
quite  sorry  that  they  lost.  Perhaps 
they  will  not  lose  again. 


dividual  stars.  Which  should  indicate 


something. 

First  Team 

F.  Ochsenreiter (Md.) 

F.  Gordy (Md.) 

C.  Woodward (Md.) 

G.  Wharton (Md.) 

G.  Garrett (Md.) 

Second  Team 

F.  McHale (Md.) 

F.  McDonald (Md.) 

C.  Porter (Md.) 

G.  Gilmore (Md.) 

G.  Ulman (Md.) 


Honorable  Mention 

Znnic  (G.  W.);  Rizzi  ( G . U.);  Rorn- 
heimer  (G.  U.);  Comer  (G.  W.). 

- Um  - 

LOST 

Member  of  Diamondback  Circu- 
lation staff  in  some  pigeonhole  or 
other  while  stuffing  Post  Office  boxes. 
Mary  Ann  Griffith  says  won’t  you 
all  go  down  and  open  your  mailboxes 
just  this  once  and  if  he  falls  out 
return  him,  please  huh  will  you?  Huh? 

- Um 

LOST 

All  the  fellows  on  the  staff  say 
that  they  have  been  looking  for 
Orville  Shirey,  star  Diamondback 
reporter,  but  they  can’t  find  him. 
Orville,  we  think,  must  be  lost. 
Can’t  somebody  do  something?  About 
Orville. 


From  The 

FIELD  HOUSE 


By  Orv  Shirey 

Well,  we’re  just  back  from  the 
Women’s  Field  House,  and  it  wasn’t 
bad.  We  had  a little  trouble  getting 
in,  of  course,  but  when  we  told  them 
what  was  the  paper  going  to  do  for 
copy  and  wouldn’t  they  please  let  us 
in,  they  agreed. 

It  was  swell  there.  We  had  a nice 
little  corner  all  to  ourselves,  equipped 
with  a typewriter,  lunch  in  a paper 
bag,  and  a pair  of  high  power  bino- 
culars. As  each  class  came  in,  we  hid 
behind  the  typewriter  and  trained  our 
binoculars  on  them  in  order  to  relay 
to  You  Students  the  status  of  the 
Legs  of  Maryland  Coeds.  You  ought 
to  try  it  some  time. 

We  learned  about  fashions,  too. 
Blue,  it  seems  is  the  predominant 
color  for  gym  suits.  We  saw  a few 
coeds  with  green,  and  also  a few 
combinations  of  green  and  blue.  But 
blue  was  the  color.  All  of  which 
should  indicate  that  blue  will  be  a 
color  to  reckon  with  in  this  Spring’s 
fashions. 

Then  came  what  we  hoped  would 
be  the  swellest  part  of  all.  Who 
should  come  in  for  a set  of  badminton 
but  Dean  Stamp  and  Miss  Johnson! 
We  waited  with  an  expectant  look  in 
our  binoculars.  But  nothing  doing! 
We  couldn’t  fool  them!  They  had  us 
summarily  ejected,  typewriter,  bino- 
culars, and  all.  So  we  ran  as  fast  as 
we  could  back  to  the  Diamondback 
office,  and  this  is  what  we  wrote. 
From  the  fieldhouse. 


Um 


Um 


Um 


ecroRt 


Miss  Um  of  last  year 
says,  “/  used  to  be 
socially  itonhere. 

Then  I read  ’To  l)o  or 
Not  to  Do’.  Just  look 
at  me  now.” 


Have  Just  Loads  Of  Fellows  I 


Would  you  like  lo  know  how  to  pick  your  teeth 
inoffensively?  How  to  fall  Hat  on  your  face  with 
poise?  Wouldn’t  you  like  a new  Prom  dress? 
Wouldn’t  you  rather  he  before  than  after  l In 
short,  wouldn’t  you  like  more  fellows?  Nine 
out  of  ten  would.  The  method  is  simple. 


READ 


CDo  Or  0V0I 


;; 


0 


A BEST  SELLER 
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About  Charlie 

{Cont.  from  page  2) 


OPEN  FORUM 


To  the  Editor  of  the  Diamondback: 

The  Daydodgers  have  been  thinking. 

That  without  a doubt  there  must 
be  something  wrong  with  the  parking 
lot.  There  are  just  all  kinds  of  holes 
and  things  in  it  and  also  lots  of  mud 
when  it  rains.  We  think  the  school 
should  do  something  about  this,  such 
as  install  more  wrecking  trucks  to 
pull  the  fellows  out  when  they  drop  in. 

But  oh,  gosh,  that  was  last  year, 
wasn’t  it? 

Because  now  this  year  they  have 
paved  the  parking  lot  and  everything. 
But  it  still  seems  to  us  that  there  is 
lots  of  mud  and  holes  and  everything 
when  it  rains. 

And  so  we  Daydodgers  have  been 
thinking  again. 

That  something  should  be  done 
about  this.  We  are  a powerful 
organization  and  we  fellows  have  a 
spring  formal  and  everything  and  are 
over  half  the  school  and  we  know  our 
rights. 

If  something  is  not  done  about  this 
we  think  it  would  be  wise  for  the 
administration  to  reconsider.  Be- 
cause all  the  fellows  are  going  to  pay 
their  dues  pretty  soon  now,  and  we 
will  buy  a steam  roller  and  go  out 
and  roll  hell  out  of  people  around  here. 
Love, 

Daydodger  plus  Daydodger 
equals  Two  Daydodgers 

To  the  Editor  of  the  Diamondback: 

We  fraternity  fellows  sincerely  be- 
lieve that  elections  in  our  Campus  are 
really  not  quite  all  that  they  could 
be,  and  are  indeed  really  not  quite 
what  they  seem. 

Now  lots  of  fellows  and  girls  have 
been  elected  for  all  kinds  of  things 
recently,  and  we  are  slowly  beginning 
to  wonder  just  why  this  sort  of  thing 
should  happen. 

On  our  Campus. 

Especially. 

As  a remedy  for  this  unpleasant 

LOST 

Miss  Johnson.  Possibly  in  parking 
lot.  Maybe  in  your  car.  Who  knows? 
Gosh  we  don’t.  She  might  be  most 
anywhere.  Where  is  she?  In  your 
car?  In  your  ash  tray?  Or  down 
with  all  the  tools  and  things  under 
the  front  seat?  Hanging  precariously 
over  the  cliff  while  the  Green  Archer 
rides  to  the  rescue?  See  the  Purple 
Peril  unmasked  next  week! 


situation,  we  propose  a definite  and 
concrete  proposal  for  elections  in  the 
future  so  that  this  unpleasantness 
will  not  have  to  continue  and  then 
all  the  boys  and  girls  will  really  like 
their  school  much  more.  Here  is 
what  we  think: 

1.  There  should  be  many  many 
more  elections  and  things  so  as  to 
stimulate  student  desire  for  such 
things  and  so  as  to  accustom  them 
to  getting  used  to  filling  out  ballots 
and  things  useful  in  elections. 

2.  Officers’  names  should  not  be 
put  on  the  ballots  so  that  the  fellows 
and  girls  will  not  know  who  is  their 
fraternity  or  sorority  brother  or 
sister,  respectively.  This  will  cause, 
we  are  sure,  a much  happier  relation 
between  Greeks  and  even  those  poor 
fellows  who  are  not  Greeks  or  any- 
thing on  the  Hill. 

We  men  in  fraternities  really  do 
sincerely  believe  that  all  this  will 
be  very  good  for  everybody,  and  then 
our  boys  and  girls  will  grow  up  to  be 
real  good  citizens,  because  then  they 
will  know  how  to  vote  in  real  elections 
and  things. 

Sincerely, 

Nick  the  Greek 

Um 


On  Campus 


May  1st,  at  the  stroke  of  midnight, 
the  Junior  Women  will  crown  the 
annual  Spook  of  the  May  in  the 
tunnel  overlooking  the  R.O.T.C.  drill 
field.  The  University  Barber  Shop 
has  obligingly  agreed  to  lend  its 
barber  pole  for  this  special  occasion. 

Dean  Stamp  announces  that  she 
will  hold  a buffet  supper  for  the 
members  of  Jimmy  Lunceford’s  band 
before  the  Rossborough  tomorrow 
night. 

We  suppose  lots  more  things  are 
going  to  happen,  but  we  just  don’t 
know  quite  what. 


Annapolis  Log 

{Cont.  from  page  2) 
night,  and  the  AOPi’s  fed  the  Phi 
Delts  and  the  Tri  Delts  the  stewed 
peaches  the  AOPi’s  just  hate.  So, 
for  this  week,  the  Phi  Delts  owe  the 
most  food,  it’s  not  hard  to  see.  The 
Sigma  Nu’s  were  late  to  Gamma 
Phi’s  dinner  and  the  KA’s  never  did 
turn  up. 

Ruth  Stowell  is  going  down  to 
Annapolis  this  coming  weekend,  and 
more  than  likely  the  one  after  that. 
She’s  going  to  let  us  know  definitely 
later. 

John  Boy  Williams  visited  his  Alpha 
Lambda  Tau  brothers  over  the  last 
weekend.  When  asked  for  a state- 
ment, John  Boy  commented  la- 
conically, “It’s  nice  to  be  back.” 

Already  making  plans  to  visit 
Anapolis  during  June  week  is  Ruth 
Stowell. 

Tonight  the  Sigma  Nu’s  are  having 
a radio  dance  for  their  pledges.  So 
are  the  Phi  Sigs.  On  the  other  hand, 
the  Lambda  Chi  and  Theta  Chi 
pledges  are  having  a radio  dance  for 
the  members.  But  that's  nothing, 
because  tomorrow  night  the  Delta 
Sigs,  the  KA’s,  the  Phi  Delts,  and 
the  AGR’s  are  having  orchestra  dances 
for  their  pledges,  or  their  pledges  for 
them,  or  their  house  mothers  for 
their  cooks,  or  some  damned  thing. 

- Um 


FACULTY 

FOOLOSOPHY 


Frank  Stevenson:  Have  you  seen 

America? 

Class:  Who  was  that  Lady , etc.? 

Eichlin:  That  was  no  lady , etc. 

Ralph  Williams:  The  hell  you  say, 

Dean  Eppley. 

Dean  Stamp:  I think  very  definitely 

that  the  Rossborough  Club  should  sign 
colored  bands.  Jimmy  Lunceford 
would  be  a killer. 


but  then  I began  to  grow — and  wow! 
Charlie  honored  Public  School  No.  173 
with  his  presence  now  and  then  in 
his  gay  youth  and  began  to  blossom 
as  a mogul  even  then.  At  the  tender 
age  of  only  seventeen  he  was  ac- 
claimed all  state  bean  bag  thrower 
for  the  sixth  grade.  Even  then,  you 
see,  he  was  preparing  for  later  mogul- 
ship  at  the  U.  of  M. 

Ever-ambitious,  however,  and  not 
content  with  such  meager  laurels, 
Charlie  left  grammar  school  at  twenty- 
one  and  matriculated  in  Public  High 
School  No.  175,  where  he  became 
distinguished  as  the  Number  One 
Swing  Zither  Man  in  the  school  jazz 
band,  flinging  an  occasional  hot 
cadenza  on  the  slide  shillelagh.  At 
the  crown  of  his  high-school  career, 
Charlies  was  named  all-high  bi-swing, 
bell-bottom  man  of  Prince  Georges 
County.  He  was  now  all  ready  to 
come  to  Maryland. 

And  here  he  came  and  has  been 
ever  since. 

It  is  told  of  Charlie  that  he  once 
told  one  of  his  professors,  “I  love  my 
mother,  but  oh  you  kid!”  Charlie 
is  bashful,  but  really  thinks  that 
coeds  are  the  nuts.  He  expects  to 
remain  at  the  U.  of  M.  until,  as  he 
says,  “the  ivy  clad  walls  and  mud  and 
stuff  like  that  have  grown  up  about 
me  and  I become  a real  tradition.” 

Gosh,  we  forgot  to  ask  Charlie  his 
last  name,  but  anyway  we  think 
everybody  should  really  and  truly 
know  Charlie.  Better. 

Um 


GET  ’EM  DORM  GIRLS! 

Do  you  have  tired  feet  from  too 
frequent  trips  to  the  dining  hall? 

Would  you  like  happy  feet? 

If  so,  take  the  advice  of  Dr. 
Hayes  of  Infirmary  fame. 

Simply  never  go  to  meals. 
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Necessary  to  Jay  Emrey’s  sartorial 
splendor  are  his  grey  Shetland 
herringbone  jacket,  grey  flannel 
slacks  and  knit  tie.  Necessary  to 
his  college  education  is  the  book 
he  carries.  Book  is  from  University 
book  store — clothes  are  from  Saltz 
Bros.,  F Street. 


Spring  creates  inter-sorority 
amity.  Gloria’s  creates  spring 
clothes  for  coeds.  Jane  Paige 
is  just  telling  Mary  Yeager 
goodbye  as  Mary  leaves  the 
A O Pi  House.  Both  girls 
wear  new  rayon  dresses  from 
Gloria’s. 


BON  bHAINCt 

{continued  from  page  9) 

ward  you  would  probably  recognize 
us  as  German  quickly  enough.” 

“According  to  information  reaching 
me  our  people  are  no  longer  at  war,” 
said  Jules  with  the  air  of  one  trying 
to  dodge  a dangerous  issue. 

“That  is  true,”  smiled  the  officer. 
“There  is  an  armistice,  and  France 
and  Germany  have  agreed  to  co- 
operate. So  we  can  be  friends  as  we 
raid  British  shipping.  I forgot  to 
tell  you,  my  name  is  Hess.” 

"I  am  Jules  Turneau,”  said  Jules 
with  dignity,  “and  this  is  Gigo,  who 
comes  from  our  Camaroons.” 

Gigo  scowled  at  the  floor.  “I  was 
young  when  that  German  beat  me,” 
he  muttered.  “Later  the  French  came, 
and  they  were  kind.” 

Hess  frowned  a little  and  looked 
preoccupied.  “Yes,”  he  said.  “As 
you  know,  Jules,  we  Germans  do  not 
hold  with  equality  of  treatment  for 
inferior  races.  Now  if  you  will  tell 
your  friend  to  go  down  to  the  place 
you  were  assigned  . Blacks  are  not 
allowed  in  the  crew’s  quarters.” 

But  Gigo  had  heard.  He  rose 
slowly,  the  expression  of  a wronged 
gorilla  on  his  face.  "Gigo  takes  orders 
from  no  Nazi  man,”  he  snarled.  Then 
he  sprang,  both  arms  reaching.  Hess 
sidestepped  in  a flash  of  white.  There 
was  a sharp,  dry  explosion  as  his  hand 
raised  from  his  belt.  Gigo  crumpled 
at  Jul  es’  feet  with  a low  moan. 

The  German  smiled  at  the  immobile 
Jules  as  he  returned  (lie  revolver  to 
its  place.  “You  see?  They  can't  be 
trusted.  They  aren't  disciplined  in 
reason  like  white  men.”  Jules  leaned 
forward  and  prodded  Gigo  gently 
with  his  toe.  Being  experienced  in 
such  matters,  he  did  not  need  to  ask 
if  the  negro  was  dead. 

Hess  motioned  to  two  sailors  in  the 
crowd  that  had  gathered  in  that  corner 
of  the  room.  “Take  it  out,”  he  said, 
and  turned  to  Jules.  “You  must  have 
gone  through  great  hardships  to  make 
your  escape.  Tell  me,  have  you  seen 
much  of  the  interior?” 


“Some  two  years  ago,  yes,”  Jules 
replied,  his  face  taking  on  a thinner, 
sharper  look.  “Much  could  be  done 
in  the  rich  tropical  earth,  but  with 
convict  labor  and  poor  management 
little  has  been  accomplished.” 

“But  with  men  who  understand, 
such  as  yourself,  and  good  manage- 
ment there  is  no  reason  why  convicts 
cannot  produce  efficiently.  Perhaps 
some  of  us  may  be  in  charge  there 
dome  day,  since  our  two  countries  are 
cooperating  in  the  New  Order.” 

Jules  smiled  wolfishly.  “Often  1 
have  longed  for  the  opportunity  to 
achieve  grandly.” 

It  was  Hess’  turn  to  grin.  “We  can 
work  together.” 


=(|1!IKTIS= 

“Are  you  the  girl  who  took  my 
order?  asked  the  impatient  gentle- 
man in  the  cafe. 

"Yes,  sir,"  replied  the  waitress 
politely. 

“Well  I II  be  damned,”  he  re- 
marked, “you  don’t  look  a day  older.” 


A star  fell  out  of  heaven 
Right  into  my  arms. 

Lord,  but  it  was  hot. 

• 

“Goodness,  George,  this  is  not  our 
baby.  This  is  the  wrong  carriage.” 
“Shut  up.  This  is  a better  carriage.” 

e 

An  amoeba  named  Joe  and  his  brother 
Went  out  drinking  toasts  to  each  other. 
In  the  midst  of  their  quaffing 
They  split  their  sides  laughing 
And  found  that  each  one  was  a mother! 

• 

Business  is  so  bad  in  Hollywood 
that  King  Kong  is  working  for  an 
organ  grinder. 


It  was  the  next  morning  after  break- 
fast that  Jules  discovered  the  contents 
of  the  compartment  behind  the  empty 
cargo  space  in  which  he  had  spent 
the  night.  Through  the  open  door 
at  the  end  of  the  passageway  he  saw 
three  sailors  carefully  laying  tackle  in 
a space  filled  with  rows  of  steel  boxes, 
each  with  a cup  shaped  depression  in 
the  top  in  which  lay  a great  spherical 
steel  egg  decorated  with  knobs.  Hess, 
who  was  in  charge,  allowed  him  to 
look  his  fill,  evidently  satisfied  that  he 
was  not  to  be  considered  an  enemy. 

“ Tomorrow  we  lay  mines  on  the 
steamer  route,”  he  said  by  way  of 
explanation.  “We  will  all  feel  better 
when  these  eggs  are  safely  laid.  It  is 
a strain  to  have  such  a cargo  aboard 
when  attacking  a ship  armed  with 
even  the  smallest  gun,  for  although 
they  are  harmless  as  long  as  the  setting 
switch  is  not  pulled,  a lucky  shot 
landing  here  would  be  sure  to  short 
circuit  the  mechanism  on  one  of  them. 
If  one  of  them  exploded  the  whole 
mass  would  be  set  off  by  the  detona- 
tion.” A carelessly  flipped  rope  at 
that  moment  hooked  itself  over  a 
projecting  ring  on  the  side  of  one  of 
the  boxes.  Hess  sprang  forward. 
“Careful,  he  barked  in  German, 
“those  switches  are  easy  to  pull.” 
He  showed  Jules  the  arrangements  for 
lifting  the  mines  on  deck.  Discreetly 
Jules  became  acquainted  with  the 
arrangements  of  the  deck  also. 

As  the  day  passed  .1  ides’  keen  powers 
of  observation  were  never  at  rest. 
Making  use  of  a talent  he  possessed 
he  lifted  a large  spool  of  wire  in  the 
afternoon  and  in  the  privacy  of  the 
cargo  space  discarded  the  spool  and 
made  the  wire  into  a hank  that  he 
could  wear  around  his  middle  beneath 
his  shirt.  In  the  blackness  of  the  dog 
watch  that  night  he  crept  down  the 
passage  to  the  mine  room.  It  was 
locked,  but  Jules  employed  another 
talent  of  his  and  a small  piece  of  wire 
and  soon  was  standing  among  the 
mines  in  the  thick  darkness.  Silently 
he  closed  the  door  and  by  the  light  of 
a stub  of  candle  which  he  had  also 
thoughtfully  filched  and  now  thought 
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it  safe  to  use  he  set  about  fastening 
wires  to  two  mines  nearest  the  supports 
at  I lie  corners  of  the  hatchway  to  the 
deck.  As  he  worked  he  murmured, 
“This  is  for  the  farmhouse  near  Sedan 
which  they  burned  in  I till,  and  this  is 
for  my  father’s  house  in  Rheims  which 
was  demolished  by  their  artillery  in 
1914.  For  my  grandparents  who  died 
in  their  farmhouse,  and  for  my  father 
who  died  at  Verdun.  Viola!  The 
memory  of  the  family  Turneau  is 
long.”  Once  he  started  to  chuckle  as 
he  strung  the  wires  up  the  column  by 
the  corner  of  the  hatchway  it  was  so 
easy  to  conceal  the  wire  in  a crack 
be  found  there.  But  at  the  first  faint 
sound  in  his  throat  he  desisted  and 
quickly  glanced  upward  at  the  hatch 
opening.  The  cover  was  off  and  the 
top  covered  only  with  a tarpaulin. 
Up  there  somewhere  was  a man  on 
watch. 

Jules  strung  his  wires  to  the  ceiling 
and  ascended  the  column  like  a mon- 
key. Cautiously  he  worked  the  tar- 
paulin loose  on  one  side  and  thrust 
out  his  head.  The  sky  was  overcast, 
and  the  moon  had  set.  The  salty 
breeze  was  chilling  after  the  closeness 
of  the  hold.  From  somewhere  about 
ten  feet  behind  and  to  the  right  came 
faintly  the  rhythmic  sound  of  snoring. 
The  watch  was  at  his  post.  Jules 
grinned  in  the  dark  and  slipped,  eel- 
like, upon  deck.  Silently  he  completed 
his  work  with  the  wires  and  retired 
below,  refas tening  the  tarpaulin  in 
his  descent. 

Jules  was  up  early  in  the  morning, 
keeping  a wary  eye  on  the  hatchway 
to  the  mine  compartment,  lie  sat  by 
the  false  bulwarks,  rigged  to  hide  the 
guns  which  were  poised  to  fire  within 
a few  seconds  after  the  camouflage  was 
dropped.  He  felt  the  growing  tension 
as  the  raider  approached  the  spot 
where  two  important  ship  lanes 
crossed,  and  lie  prayed,  “May  le  bon 
Dieu  send  a victim  before  they  start 
laying  mines  or  they  will  see  my  wires 
and  I will  have  to  pull  them  myself 
and  accompany  these  cursed  swine, 
which  would  be  a great  pity.” 

Lookouts  reported  smoke  from  an 


approaching  freighter  before  Jules  had 
finished  his  second  breakfast  on  the 
raider.  The  little  Frenchman  grew 
restive  when  he  saw  the  preparations 
going  forward.  As  soon  as  he  found 
himself  unobserved  he  slipped  down 
to  the  crewr’s  quarters,  for  the  moment 
deserted,  thoughtfully  took  two  spare 
life  jackets,  and  made  his  way  to  the 
rear  deck.  It  was  five  minutes  later 
that  I less,  posting  the  after  gun  crew, 
noticed  that  one  of  the  beams  to  be 
used  in  floating  the  mines  into  position 
was  missing  from  its  place.  Looking 
astern  he  saw  the  Frenchman  clinging 
to  it  as  lie  bobbed  in  the  wake  a 
hundred  yards  away.  Hess  delivered 
himself  of  some  remarks  comparing 


The  devil  snickered 
A snicker  of  glee. 

He  laughed , and  he  roared 
Then  he  looked  at  me 
He  took  my  arm 
And  he  said — said  he, 

“ See  that  door  over  there? 

W ell,  l turned  the  key. 

Now  it's  locked 

And  the  woman's  inside 

Ho  Ho!  He  he !" 

" W ell , go  on,  I said. 

If  hat's  so  funny  in  that ? 

Is  it  filled  with  snakes 
Or  mice,  or  hats? 

"Oh,  no,  he  laughed 
"No  frogs,  no  hats  . . . 

Ilut  she's  locked  in  that  room. 
And  the  joke's  a killer. 

There  are  three  hundred  hats 
And  not  one  mirror. 

JANE  RUGGLES 


Frenchmen  to  rats  and  fired  two  shots 
at  the  tiny  figure  on  the  stick  of  wood. 

The  other  ship  was  too  close  to  give 
time  for  more  effective  measures. 
Terse  orders  were  given,  and  sailors 
imitated  the  performance  of  common 
chores  while  remaining  conveniently 
near  the  hidden  guns.  A concealed 
range  finder  would  indicate  the  mo- 
ment for  dropping  the  camouflage. 

Jules,  hanging  by  one  hand  to  the 
piece  of  timber,  marked  time  anxiously 
and  watched  the  bulwarks  of  the 
raider  with  an  intent  eye.  Though 
inexperienced  in  such  matters,  he 
judged  he  was  far  enough  to  be  safe, 
but  he  was  prepared  to  duck  under 
water  at  the  critical  instant  to  reduce 
the  shock  and  escape  flying  fragments. 
Of  a sudden  he  saw  the  two  central 
sections  of  bulwark  on  the  fore  and 
after  decks  sink  from  sight.  He  ducked 
but  did  not  fail  to  see  the  raider 
disintegrate  in  a fountain  of  smoke, 
water,  and  small  wreckage.  The  ap- 
proaching freighter  abruptly  sheared 
off,  then  began  cautiously  picking  its 
way  forward.  As  lie  felt  the  con- 
cussion reach  him  through  the  water 
Jules  sprang  out  upon  the  timber, 
mentally  making  a note  that  the  shock 
of  an  explosion  was  probably  less 
through  the  air.  Straddling  the  slip- 
pery beam  he  unwrapped  a sheet  he 
had  brought  for  the  purpose  and 
spread  it  upon  the  water.  Ten  minutes 
later  the  freighter  lowered  a boat 
which  was  rowed  over  to  the  piece  of 
timber  so  conspicuously  marked  by 
the  white  sheet,  and  once  more  Jules 
was  dragged  from  the  sea.  Once  more 
the  lifeboat  ascended  like  an  elevator 
past  the  rusty  black  sides  of  the 
freighter’s  hull  to  its  place  on  the 
davits,  and  the  dripping  refugee  was 
decanted  upon  deck. 

This  time  it  was  the  captain  himselj 
who  greeted  the  Frenchman.  He  was 
narrow  , whispy,  and  gray,  and  looked 
as  though  he  might  spend  his  spare 
time  in  distilling  bitterness  from  an 
unfortunate  life.  But  just  now  his 
mind  was  not  on  himself.  “I  guess 
y'ou're  the  only  survivor,”  he  said  in 
( concluded  on  page  26) 
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PERTINENT  NOTES 


BE  A B.  M.  O.  C. 

Are  you  a B.M.O.C.?  Many  at  Maryland  are?  Would 
you  like  to  be? 

Translated,  it  means  Big  Man  on  the  Campus. 

It’s  simple  to  be  one. 

First:  Enter  something;  preferably  a college. 

Talk  to  the  campus  barbers;  be  active. 

Know  everyone’s  first  name. 

Hire  three  guys  to  yell,  “hello,"  when  you  enter  the  Grill. 
Buy  everyone  beers.  Pass  out  cigarettes. 

Be  an  athlete.  A good  one.  It's  important  to  make  your 
letter. 

Develop  your  chest,  then  put  your  letter  on  it. 

Tap  dance  your  way  into  the  Varsity  Show. 

Go  around  muttering,  “Those  damned  daydodgers.” 

Be  a Campus  Representative. 

The  end  of  the  year  comes;  you’re  a B.M.O.C. 

Of  course,  you’ve  flunked  out.  But  what  the  hell. 

You’re  a B.M.O.C. 


POEM 

You  ain't  got  money; 

You  ain't  got  looks. 

So  you  better  carry 
Your  own  damned  books. 

TWO  CRAZY  FELLOWS 

The  two  lunatics  sat  in  their  neatly  padded  cell  trying 
on  the  latest  in  double-breasted  straight  jackets. 

“I'll  give  you  three  guesses  to  tell  me  what  I’ve  got 
hidden  in  this  hand,”  said  Washington,  “and  if  you  can't 
guess,  I’m  gonna  murder  you.” 

“You  got  a house  there,”  replied  Napoleon. 
Washington  peeked  into  his  clenched  fist.  "You’re 
wrong,”  he  shouted.  “You  got  two  more  guesses  to  tell 
me  what  I’ve  got  in  my  hand,  and  if  you  fail  I'm  gonna 
murder  you!” 

Napoleon  thought  carefully.  “You  got  a dog.  he  said. 
Again  Washington  peeked  into  his  fist.  “Wrong  again, 
lie  shouted  happily,  sensing  Napoleon’s  Waterloo.  “You 
got  one  more  guess  to  tell  me  what  I ve  got  hidden  in 
my  hand,  or  I’m  gonna  kill  you." 

Napoleon  desperately  banged  his  head  against  the  wall. 
“You  got  a horse  there!"  he  shouted. 

Washington  turned  his  hack  and  opened  his  iist  slightly 
and  looked.  “A  horse,”  he  repeated.  “What  color? 
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le  line 

>N  TIMELY  TOPICS 


GRANDMOTHER 

Grandmother  was  a diabetic  patient  and,  although 
put  on  a strict  diet,  she  wouldn’t  stick  to  it  and  cheated 
whenever  possible.  After  numerous  violations,  she  was 
sent  to  the  hospital. 

()\\  ing  to  the  crowded  condition  of  the  hospital,  the  only 
available  room  was  in  the  Maternity  Ward.  After  she 
had  been  there  a few  days,  her  little  granddaughter  paid 
her  a visit  and  was  walking  up  and  down  in  the  front  of 
the  door  of  her  grandmother’s  room  when  some  visitors 
walked  by. 

“What  are  you  doing  here,  little  girl?” 

"I’m  visiting  my  grandmother.” 

“Your  grandmother!”  said  one  of  the  visitors  in 
astonishment.  “What  is  she  doing  here?” 

“Oh,”  said  the  little  girl,  “she’s  been  cheating  again.” 

THE  TEN  DISLIKES  OE  AN  EDITOR 

1.  Traveling  salesman  jokes 

2.  “Who  was  that  woman  1 saw  you  with " jokes. 

3.  Parodies  on  Trees. 

4.  Suggestions  for  cartoons  expressed  like1  this:  "Oh, 

1 have  a swell  idea  for  a cartoon  if  only  someone  will 
draw  it.” 

5.  Staff  members  who  put  their  feet  on  their  desks. 

6.  Puns. 

7.  The  editor  of  the  newspaper. 

3.  A business  staff  that  never  gets  ads. 

9.  Deadlines. 

10.  A guy  who  has  nerve  enough  to  write  stuff  like  this 
to  till  up  space. 

HOW  TO  LIVE  ON  $15.00  A WEEK 


Beer $8.00 

Wife’s  Beer 1.60 

Food .70 

Hot  tip  (horses) 2.00 

Cigars 1 . 10 

Dog  food .95 

Insurance  (wife’s) 1.10 

Clawr  machine .85 


$16.60 

Obviously,  this  means  going  into  debt,  so  cut  out 
Wife’s  beer. 


Tom  couldn't  reach  the  initial  sack 
\\  itli  marvelous,  matchless  Mae, 
Until  tie  gave  her  a succulent  pack 
Of  Life  Savers  every  day. 


AT  Everybody’s  breath  offends  now 
|V|  | I ||  r\  I i ] and  then.  Let  Life  Savers  sweet- 
en and  freshen  your  breath  after 
eating,  drinking,  or  smoking. 


Wisecrack  Yourself  a Free 
Box  of  Lifesavers 

Now  your  pet  wisecracks  can  get  you  more  than  a 
grin.  Here’s  a prize  contest  w here  your  funny  bone 
can  tickle  your  sweet  tooth. 

Send  us  your  best  laugh-maker.  An  attractive 
cellophane-wrapped  assortment  of  all  the  Life  Saver 
flavors  will  be  awarded  for  the  best  joke  submitted 
each  month  by  one  of  the  students. 

Contributions  will  be  judged  by  the  editors  of  this 
publication  and  the  right  to  publish  any  joke  sub- 
mitted is  reserved.  All  Editor’s  decisions  are  final. 

How  about  that  wisecrack  you  like  to  pull?  Win 
a sweet  prize  with  it. 

THIS  MONTH’S  WINNER: 

JACK  FLEMING 

ATO:  Why  is  your  car  painted  blue  on  one  side 
and  red  on  the  other? 

Phi  Sig:  Oh,  it's  a fine  idea.  You  should  hear 
the  witnesses  contradicting  each  other. 
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LEximjton 


Artists  - Engravers 

Color  Plates  - Halftones 
and  Zinc  Etchings 


Underwood  Leads  Again 


. . . with  this 

COMPLETE  PORTABLE 
TYPING  UNIT 


UNDERWOOD 
PORTABLE 
TYPEWRITER 
WITH  BUILT-IN 
TYPING  STAND 


EXCLUSIVELY 

UNDERWOOD 


IMAGINE  ...  an  Underwood  Universal  Port- 
able with  its  own  Built-in  Typing  Stand 
folded  right  into  the  carrying  case.  Now  you 
can  set  up  your  Underwood  anywhere  indoors 
or  out,  and  with  three  adjustments  for  height 
you  can  always  type  in  comfort. 

See  the  Underwood  Universal  Portable  with 
Built-in  Typing  Stand  at  your  Dealer’s  . . . ask 
for  a free  trial . . . and  convenient  budget  terms. 


UNDERWOOD  ELLIOTT  FISHER  COMPANY 

Typewriters  • Accounting  Machines  • Adding  Machines 
Carbon  Paper,  Ribbons  and  Other  Supplies 

HOMER  BUILDING 

601  13th  STREET,  N.  W.  WASHINGTON,  D.  C. 
ONE  PARK  AVENUE,  NEW  YORK,  N.  Y. 

Sales  and  Service  Everywhere 


HON  CHANCE 

(i concluded  from  page  23) 

a tone  of  carefully  suppressed  excite- 
ment. “Maybe  you  can  tell  us  what 
happened.  Mr.  Cross  claims  he  saw 
them  raise  a German  flag  just  before 
the  explosion.”  He  indicated  with 
deprecatory  jerk  of  the  thumb  the 
colorless  and  immature  first  officer  who 
towered  by  his  side. 

Jules  grinned  craftily.  “Ha  ha,”  he 
laughed,  a little  louder  than  necessary, 
“your  officer  has  the  eye  of  the  eagle. 
Of  a certainty  they  raised  the  Nazi 
flag,  for  they  had  there  a raider  filled 
with  guns  and  mines.  It  was  the  mines 
which  finished  them.  You  see,  their 
guns  were  arranged  to  look  like  cargo 
booms,  and  there  was  a false  bulwark 
of  painted  canvas  across  the  well 
decks  to  mask  the  necessary  gun 
mountings  on  deck.  They  think  that 
I,  because  I escape  from  Devil's  Island, 
am  sympathetic  with  those  who  defeat 
the  government  of  France.  They  let 
me  see  their  mines.  Eh  bien,  in  the 
darkness  of  the  night  I work  with  a 
little  wire  where  it  will  not  be  noticed. 
This  morning  they  sight  you,  and  I 


leave.  When  the  moment  arrives  they 
drop  the  false  bulwarks  and  the  cannon 
becomes  no  longer  a cargo  boom.  But 
as  the  camouflage  falls  it  pulls  upon 
my  wire  which  is  drawn  upward 
through  the  cargo  hatch.  Below  the 
triggers  are  pulled  on  two  of  the  mines. 
Since  these  are  the  latest  magnetic 
mines  they  explode  as  soon  as  they 
come  near  metal  after  they  are  set. 
But  by  the  wire  they  are  set,  and  they 
are  surrounded  by  metal  as  they  sit 
in  their  nests,  by  the  walls,  supports 
and  plates  of  the  ship.  What  can 
prevent  their  exploding?  The  result 
you  see.  I,  Jules  Turneau,  have  paid 
a debt.  Vive  le  France!” 

The  little  captain  looked  embar- 
rassed. “Very  interesting,”  he  said, 
and  coughed  behind  his  hand.  “1  must 
say  that  you  seem  to  have  made  the 
most  of  your  opportunities.  You  are 
now  on  a British  ship,  and  will  be 
taken  care  of.”  He  turned  away  and 
faced  his  first  officer.  “See  that  he 
has  dry  clothes  and  food  at  once, 
John.”  Then,  as  Jules  was  led  out 
of  ear  shot,  “And  have  one  of  the  men 
keep  on  eye  on  him  at  all  times. 
I ll  feel  better  when  lie’s  off  my  ship.” 


ft 


How  can  I think  of  anyone  but  you 
When  I awaken  in  the  early  morn 
To  find  the  dawning  star  bright  glowing  yet. 
Then  blazing  Phoebus  with  new  glory  born ? 


a 

a 

§ 
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Across  the  sun-bathed,  lovely  land 
Is  laid  a misty  robe  of  damp,  white  dew; 

W hen  underneath  I see  its  gorgeous  green, 

How  can  I think  of  anyone  but  you? 

When  chilling  fall  winds  blow  and  red  leaves  stand 

Against  the  sky  of  deepest  azure  hue 

And  all  my  heart  is  choked  with  soul-felt  joy, 

How  can  I think  of  anyone  but  you? 

FRANCES  RESPESS 
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Dili;  T 11  s 


Telephone  operator  to  new  girl  she  is  breaking:  “No, 

honey,  you  say  'Just  a moment,  please,’  not  ‘Hang  on  to 
your  pants,  mister.’ 

• 

A is  for  apples  in  my  pie; 

B is  for  the  bats  in  my  eye; 

L is  for  the  lovely  little  things 
O is  for  other  things 

M is  for  the  millions  of  things  we  think  of; 

S is  for  something  else 

Put  them  all  together  and  what  do  they  spell?  Abloms. 
Which  doesn’t  mean  a damned  thing. 

• 

She:  (Coyly):  You  bad  boy.  Don't  you  kiss  me  again. 
He:  I won’t;  I’m  just  trying  to  find  out  who  has  the  gin 
at  this  party. 


The  little  old  lady  bent  over  the  cherub  in  the  cradle. 
Oooooo,  you  look  sweet,  1 could  eat  you  up. 

Baby:  The  hell  you  could,  you  haven’t  any  teeth. 

• 

And  then  there  was  the  tugboat  that  committed  suicide 
when  it  found  out  that  its  mother  was  a tramp  and  its 
father  a ferry. 

• 

Beverend:  If  there  be  anyone  in  the  congregation  who 
likes  sin,  let  her  stand  up.  What’s  this  Sister  Virginia, 
you  like  sin? 

S.  V.:  Oh,  pardon  me,  I thought  you  said  gin. 


Kindly  clergyman,  pinching  little  boy's  knee:  "And 

who  has  nice  chubby  pink  legs?” 

Little  boy:  “Betty  Grable.” — Old  Maid. 


Nurse — 1 think  that  college  boy  in  312  is  regaining  con- 
sciousness, doctor.  He  just  tried  to  blow  the  foam  off  his 
medicine. 

• 

Man — I want  a loaf  of  Mumsie’s  Bread,  a package  of 
Krunchies,  some  Goody  Sanny  Spread,  Ole  Mammy’s 
Lasses,  Orange  Pully,  a pound  of  Aunt  Annie’s  Sugar 
Candy,  Bitsey  Bite  size.” 

Clerk— Sorry,  no  Krunchies,  How  about  Krinkly 
Krisps,  Oatsie-Toasties,  Malty-Wheat  ies,  Ricelets,  or 
Eat  um-Wheet  urns? 

Man — The  Wheetums,  then. 

Clerk — Anything  else?  Tootsie.  Tatery  Chips,  Cheesie 
W eesies,  Gingie  Bits,  Itsey  Cakes,  Sweetie  Toofums,  or 
Dramma’s  Doughnuts? 

Man  (toddling  toward  meat  department) — Tan't  det 
anysing  else.  Dot  to  det  some  meat. 


He:  Madam,  do  you  have  this  dance? 

She:  (Hopefully)  Why,  no. 

He:  Good,  hold  my  flask  while  I dance  it. 

• 

First  Drunk:  Whatcha  looking  for? 

Second  Drunk:  My  pocketbook. 

First  Drunk:  Where’d  you  lose  it? 

Second  Drunk:  Down  the  street. 

First:  Why  ya  looking  for  it  here? 

Second:  .More  light. 

• 

Lady  (to  little  boy):  “My  dear,  does  your  mother 

know  you  smoke?” 

Small  Boy — “Madam,  does  your  husband  know  you 
speak  to  strange  men?” 

Use  Molpalive  Shaving  Cream— no  brush,  no  lather, 
no  rub-in.  no  soap,  no  box,  no  nothing — just  blood. 
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15  MINUTE  INTERMISSION 

( Concluded  from  page  14) 

“That’s  fine,  honey,”  he  tells  her. 
“I  think  you’ve  got  yourself  a job.” 
We  find  out  her  name  is  Wilma  Frost 
and  Barney  gives  her  ten  dollars  in 
advance  and  tells  her  what  time  to 
come  back  that  night.  She  seems  very 
happy  about  it  all;  she  tells  Barney 
how  kind  he  is  and  how  he  won’t  be 
sorry.  When  she’s  gone,  Barney 
chuckles  in  a fatherly  way. 

“Nice  kid,"  he  says.  “And  a nice 
way  with  a piano.  And  a nice-looker.” 
“Sure,”  1 say.  “1  told  you  you 
wouldn’t  have  any  trouble.” 

Well,  1 can’t  get  over  to  the  Spot- 
light very  early  that  night  because  I’m 
working — did  I say  I 'm  tenor  sax  with 
Dipsy  Dikes?  But  about  ten  o’clock 
1 finally  find  somebody  to  sit  in  for  me 
the  rest  of  the  night  and  I’m  oil'  to 
Bai  ney’s.  The  first  floor  show  is  just 
finishing,  and  King  Porter  takes  over 
the  bandstand  as  1 get  there.  Barney 
is  at  a table  near  the  bar  with  a couple 
of  columnists  and  his  master  of  cere- 
monies. 1 sit  down  near  them  and 
soon  he  sees  me  and  comes  over.  He 
greets  me  with  an  airy  w ave  and  I ask 
him  how  it’s  been  going. 

“Like  a dream,”  he  says.  “Every- 
thing went  off  just  like  clockwork. 
We  had  a little  trouble  with  Wilma — 
or  whatever  her  name  is  but  1 don’t 
think  it  did  much  harm.  Yessir, 
Saxie,  1 believe  I’m  a success  at  last.” 
“Good,”  1 say.  “But  what  about 
Wilma?  Didn’t  she  show  up?” 

“You  bet  she  did.  She  showed  up 
all  right  and  the  first  time  the  King 
took  an  intermission  I sent  her  out  to 
do  her  stuff.  Well,  she  started  play- 
ing “Stardust”  again  and  it  was  pretty 
playing  just  like  this  morning.  It 
seemed  to  me  that  she  was  taking  a lot 
of  choruses  but  I figured,  oh  well,  no- 
body gets  tired  of  “Stardust”.  She 
played  it  straight  through  for  a good 
five  minutes  and  then  she  started 
jazzing  it  up.  First,  she  just  swung 
it  and  then  she  did  it  in  boogie-woogie 
awhile.  She  played  it  as  a waltz  and 
finally  as  a rhumba.  She  gave  them 


“Stardust”  for  fifteen  minutes.” 

“Well,  that’s  not  such  a bad  idea,” 
1 say.  “Sometimes  we  take  a song 
and  play  it  three  or  four  ways.” 

“Yeah,  but  not  for  fifteen  minutes, 
Saxie.  She  must  have  run  through 
the  melody  thirty  times  before  the 
orchestra  came  back.  She  came  over 
to  my  table  right  away  looking  plenty 
scared  and  when  I saw  her  I w as  ready 
to  forgive  and  forget.  Honest  to  God, 
her  face  was  as  white  as  a sheet.  So  1 
didn't  get  angry  just  shoved  a pile 
of  sheet  music  at  her  and  told  her  to 
run  through  them  the  next  time. 
Porter  played  for  another  hour  or  so 
and  then  he  gave  me  the  signal.  I 
patted  Wilma  on  the  back  and  told  her 
to  go  on  out  and  slay  them.  You 
could  tell  she  didn’t  want  to  go.  She 
kept  stalling  around  but  I figured  it 
w as  just  stage-fright.  Well,  w hen  she 
got  out  there  and  started  playing 
“Stardust”  again,  I decided  it  was  too 
much  of  a good  thing.  People  were 
getting  restless  and  wondering  whether 
to  take  it  as  a joke  or  not.  I was  get- 
ting quite  mad  by  this  time,  but  even 
so,  I couldn’t  help  feeling  sorry  for  the 
girl.  She’d  play  it  through  once  and 
then  stop  and  look  around  sort  of  help- 
lessly. After  aw  hile  she'd  start  play- 
ing again.  Honest  to  God,  it  reminded 
me  of  a broken  record.  When  I couldn’t 
stand  it  any  longer,  I rounded  up  the 
boys  in  the  orchestra  and  told  them  to 
carry  on  until  I could  get  a new  pianist. 
Then  I called  Wilma  over. 

‘“What’s  the  matter?’  1 asked  her. 
‘You  trying  to  rib  me?’ 

“‘No’  Her  voice  was  so  low  and 
scared  you  could  hardly  hear  it. 

“‘Stardust’  seems  to  be  your  favorite 
song,  apparently,  but  you  can  overdo 
anything,  you  know.  I gave  you  a 
stack  of  other  numbers.  Why  didn’t 
you  play  them?’ 

“She  wouldn’t  answer  me  at  first 
but  I kept  at  her  and  then  all  of  a 
sudden  she  began  to  cry.  She  said 
she  couldn't  read  a note  of  music  and 
‘Stardust’  was  the  only  song  she  could 
play.  She  learned  to  do  it  all  those 
different  ways  when  she  was  sick  at 
home  once.” 


“What?”  I say,  staring  at  Barney. 
“Then  what’d  she  apply  for  the  job 
for?” 

“That’s  just  what  I asked  her,”  he 
answers.  “She  said  something  about 
having  to  have  a job  and  that  she 
thought  if  she  once  got  in  maybe  I’d 
let  her  work  in  the  chorus  or  as  a hat- 
check  or  something.  You  never  heard 
anything  like  it.” 

“But  didn’t  she  know  you'd  find  out 
about  her  as  soon  as  she  got  out  on  the 
floor?” 

“Maybe  she  wasn't  expecting  the 
intermissions  to  be  so  long.  Anyway, 
1 gave  her  ten  dollars  before  I sent  her 
off.  She  looked  kind  of  hungry.” 

“Yeah,  that  was  a good  idea.  But 
how  about  all  those  references?” 

“That’s  another  funny  thing.  She 
must  have  written  them  herself — I 
don’t  know.  1 forgot  to  ask  her;  she 
kept  bawling  and  saying  I had  to  give 
her  a job  and  that  she’d  work  for 
nothing  and  so  on.  I never  saw'  any- 
body who  wanted  to  work  so  much. 
But  1 haven’t  got  any  more  places 
around  here,  you  know  that.  She 
couldn’t  seem  to  believe  me  when  I 
told  her — she  just  kept  up  that  in- 
cessant crying  until  I got  disgusted  and 
told  her  to  get  out.  1 don’t  know 
where  she  is  now . She  left  about  half 
an  hour  ago.  It’s  too  bad  you  had  to 
miss  it.” 

“Yeah,  I’m  sorry  I did  too,"  I say. 
“It  sounds  like  quite  an  exhibition. 
But  how  about  the  rest  of  the  floor 
show— how  did  the  dancers  go  over?” 

“Oh,  fine,”  says  Barney.  “The 
w hole  show  was  a big  hit.  Aside  from 
that  Wilma  business,  1 couldn’t  have 
asked  for  anything  better.  They  even 
liked  the  comedians.  Yessir,  Saxie, 
this  is  a very  happy  night  for  me.  The 
Spotlight  is  going  to  be  a success." 

I look  around  the  room  at  all  the 
people  having  fun  and  it  strikes  me 
that  Barney  is  right  to  feel  happy 
tonight  because  it  certainly  does  look 
like  the  Spotlight  is  going  to  be  a big 
success.  A waiter  comes  by  and  we 
order  a couple  of  drinks.  I decide 
maybe  I'll  get  drunk  tonight  to  help 
Barney  celebrate. 
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A man  was  sil  ling  beside  I lie  dealli- 
bed  of  his  partner.  The  pari  nor  knew 
lie  was  doomed  and  said  with  a sigh 
of  repen  Lance: 

“I've  a confession  lo  make,  partner. 
I robbed  (lie  firm  of  $50,000,  and  sold 
(lie  blue  prints  of  I lie  secret  formula 
for  $250,000.  I slole  l he  letters  from 
your  desk  llial  got  your  wife  a divorce, 
and  uni — ” 

Partner:  “Oh,  don’t  worry,  old 
chap.  1 poisoned  you.” 

“My  wife  ran  off  with  the  butler.” 

“What  a shame  that  is!” 

“I’m  satisfied.  Furthermore,  my 
house  burnt  down  and  I haven’t  any 
insurance.” 

“Too  bad!” 

“I’m  satisfied;  and  to  cap  every- 
Ihing  oil  business  is  so  bad  I'm  going 
bankrupt,  but,  in  spite  of  everything, 
I’m  satisfied." 

“flow  is  that  possible  with  all  your 
misfortunes?” 

“1  smoke  Chesterfields.” 


DROP  IN  FOR  A 
COCA  COLA 
SERVED  JUST  RIGHT 

A kawthornes ’ fk  ■% 

College  Park  Pharmacy 


I never  saw  a pale  blue  cow 
I never  hope  lo  see  one. 

But  from  the  milk  we  re  gelling  now 
I know  llial  there  must  be  one. 


MEMO 

Fellows: 

I II  be  out  to  school  soon  with  the  latest 
in  Spring  Styles. 

Jack  Pearson 
Leon  s Man 


CAPITALISTS 

Then  there  were  the  two  fleas  that 
retired  and  bought  a dog. 

“Oh,  damn,”  said  the  ram  as  he  fell 
over  die  cliff  -“l  didn’t  see  that  ewe- 
turn.” 


iFullrr  & if  Albrrt,  3nr. 

Washington’s  Oldest  Complete 
Photographic  Store 
815  Tenth  Street,  N.  W. 
WASHINGTON,  D.  C. 


She  was  peeved  and  called  him 
“Mr.” 

Not  because  he  went  and  kr., 

But  because  just  before, 

As  she  opened  the  door, 

This  same  M r.  kr.  sr. 


DRAFTING 

MATERIALS 

MUTH  7IO  13  3ft 


• 

Grandpappy  Morgan,  a hillbilly  of 
the  Ozarks,  had  wandered  off  into  the 
woods,  and  failed  to  return  for  supper, 
so  young  Tolliver  was  sent  to  look  for 
him.  He  found  him  standing  in  the 
bushes. 

“Getting  dark,  Grandpap,”  the  lot 
ventured. 

Yep. 

“Supper time,  Grandpap. 

“Yep.” 

“Ain’t  ye  hungry?” 

;;Yep.” 

“Well,  air  ye  coinin'  home?” 

“Nope.” 

“Why  ain’t  ye?” 

“Standin’  in  a b’ar  trap." 


A colored  boy  was  strolling  through 
a cemetery  reading  the  inscriptions  on 
the  tombstones.  He  came  to  one 
which  read,  “Not  dead,  but  sleeping.” 
Scratching  bis  head,  the  Negro  re- 
marked: “He  sure  ain’t  foolin’  no- 

body but  hisself.” 

• 

The  cat  drowsed  on  the  hearth  rug; 
the  knitting  needles  were  in  t heir  place 
by  the  old  rocking  chair;  the  grand- 
father clock  struck  eight. 

Grandma:  “Now,  where  in  hell  is 

llial  gigolo?” 


/ FAMOUS  FOR 
THOSE  DELICIOUS 

5c 

HAMBURGERS 

Good  Coffee  Pies 


COLLEGE  PARK 


AAARY  LAN  D 


QUICK,  EFFICIENT, 
COUNTER  AND 
BOOTH  SERVICE 

Soft  Drinks  Pastries 


THE  SMOKE  OF  SLO  WE  R - B U RN I NG  CAMELS  GIVES  YOU 


EXTRA  MILDNESS,  EXTRA  COOLNESS,  EXTRA  FLAVOR 


THE 

SMOKES 


By  burning  25%  slower  than  the  average  of  the  4 other  largest- 
selling  brands  tested— slower  than  any  of  them  — Camels  also  give  you 
a smoking  plus  equal,  on  the  average,  to  5 EXTRA  SMOKES  PER  PACK! 


than  the  average  of  the  4 other 
largest-selling  brands  tested  — 
less  than  any  of  them  — accord- 
ing to  independent  laboratory 
tests  of  the  smoke  itself 


IT’S  NEWS!  Not  the  picture  kind-but 
news  of  first  importance  to  smokers. 
Independent  laboratory  findings  as  to 
Camels  and  the  four  other  largest-selling 
brands  tested  — the  four  brands  that  most 
smokers  who  are  not  Camel  "fans”  now  use 
— show  that  Camels  give  you  less  nicotine 
in  the  smoke.  And,  the  smoke’s  the  thing! 

But  that’s  only  the  start  of  the  story! 
Camel  brings  you  the  extra  mildness,  extra 
coolness,  extra  flavor,  and  extra  smoking  of 
slower-burning  costlier  tobaccos.  Get 
Camels  your  very  next  pack.  Why  not  get  a 
carton  — for  economy  and  convenience? 

It.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco  Company,  Winston-Salem,  North  Carolina 


"I'LL  TELL  YOU,”  said  Bob  when  he  got  his  picture  taken  (above), 
"I  smoke  a good  bit  in  my  job.  And  my  cigarette  has  to  be  more  than 
mild— it  has  to  be  extra  mild.  Camel  is  the  one  brand  I’ve  found  that 
gives  me  extra  mildness  and  at  the  same  time  a flavor  that  doesn’t 
go  flat  on  my  taste.” 

Make  Camels  your  next  cigarette  purchase.  Enjoy  that  Camel  flavor 
with  extra  mildness  and  extra  freedom  from  nicotine  in  the  smoke. 


THE 

THING! 


HOT  AFTER  HISTORY!  It’s  Donahue  of  Pathe  who  follows  the 
news  the  world  over  with  camera  . . . with  Camels!  He’s  off  again  for 
more  exclusive  pictures.  Below,  you  see  how  Bob  Donahue  gets  exclu- 
sive "extras”  in  his  smoking.  He  smokes  Camels,  of  course.  Only  Camels 
give  you  those  "extras”  of  slower-burning  costlier  tobaccos. 


CAMEL’S  ^ 

SLOWER,  WAY  OF 
BURNING  IS  ACES 
FOR  MY  KIND 
OF  SMOKING. 
EXTRA  MILDNESS 
AND  A FLAVOR  THAT 
| ALWAYS  HITS 
L THE  SPOT  A 


CAMEL  — THE  SLOWER- BURA//A/G  CIGARETTE 


